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1 S ON G. 
| THE WISH. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


YOW few know how to value liſe, 
And taſte its real joys; 


_ , Unmix'd with jealouſy and ſtriſe, 


; | 


With anger, pride and noiſe: _ 
Let riches, power, and pomp ſurpaſs, 
And ſcorn me if they pleaſe; 


Let me love, laugh, and take my glals, 


And lead a life of eaſe, 
2 8 Limpid 


("T7 


| Limpid and p pure liſe's current ſeems, 
Till paſſion's wild miſtake, 

In madneſs troubles all the ſtreams, 
Of which he muſt partake: 

Let riches, pow'r, and pomp ſurpaſs, 

And ſcorn me if they pleaſe; 

Let me love, laugh and take my glaſs, 
And lead a life of caſe. 


THE AFFECTIONATE SOLDIER. 


5 WAS in the evening PE a wint'ry day, 

| When ſaſe returning from a long campaign, 
Allen o'ertoil'd and weary with the way, 

Came home to ſee his Sally once again. 


His batter'd arms he careleſsly threw down, 
And view'd his Sally with enraptur'd eyes; 
But ſhe receiv'd him with a modeſt frown— 
She knew not Allen in his rough diſguiſe. 


His hair was knotted and his beard unſhorn, 
His tatter'd *coutrements about him hung; 
A tear of pleaſure did his cheeks adorn, 

And bleſſings fell in torrents from his tongue. 


Am ] fo alter'd by this cruel trade, 
| That you your faithful Allen have forgot; 
Or has your heart to ſome other ſtray'd ? 
Ah! _ aid I — te murd'ring ſhot. 5 


1 
When this he ſpake, her wonted colour fled, 
She ran and ſunk upon her Allen's breaſt; - 


All pale awhile, ſhe look'd like one that's dead, 
He kiſs'd, ſhe breath d, and all her love confeſs d. 


Yes, my delight, tho' alter'd as thou art, 
Reduc'd by honeſt conrage to this trait ; 

Thou art the golden treaſure of my heart, 9 8 
My long loſt huiband, and my wiſh'd for mate. 


$0 NN G 


ur DEAR, HOW r vo? 
ain, = Sung by Mrs. Matocks. | 


hear a iweet eolifinch! s ſonnet, 
This morning I put on my bonne, | 
But ſcarce in the meadow, pies on it ! 
When the captain appears in my view: 
I felt an odd ſort of ſenſation, 
My heart beat in ſtrange palpitation, 
I bluſh'd like a pink, or carnation, 
_ When he ſaid, my dear, how d'ye do? 


: The dickens, ſays I, here has popp'd him, 
73 He thought to ſlip by, but I ſtopp'd him, 
So my very belt curtſey I dropt him, 
With air then he took off his hat : 
He ſeem'd with my perſon enchanted, 
He ſqueez d my hand—how my heart panted, 
He aſk'd for a kiſs, which I granted, 
Wb And, pray now, what harm was in that? 


3 


Says I, Sir, for what do you take me? 
He ſwore a fine lady he'd make me, 
No, dem him, he'd never forſake me, 
And then on his knee he ſtoop'd down; 


His handkerchief, la! ſmelt ſo ſweetly, 


His white teeth he ſhew'd ſo compleatly, 
He manag'd the matter ſo neatly, | 
I ac'er can be kifs'd by a clown. 


8 ON 8. 
ruf BikKs OF ENDERMAY. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


HE ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
Invite the cheerful birds to fing ; 

And, while they warble on each ſpray, 

Love melts the untverfal lay: = 

Let us, Amanda, timety wile, 

Like them improve the hour that flies, 

And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, 

Among the birks of Endermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 


And age, life's winter, will appear; 


At this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade; 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 

The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
I 9/0 of Endermay. 
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_ Behold the hills and vales around, 

With lowing herds and flocks abound : 

The wanton kids, and friſking lambs, 
Gambol and dance about their dams: 

The buſy bee, with humming noiſe. 

And all the reptile kind rejoice ; 

Let us, like them, then fing and play, 

| About the birks of Endermay, 


Ie: | — —_— | — — . 8 
s O N s. 
MARIA. 


WAS near a thicket's calm retreat, 
Under a poplar tree, 
Maria choſe hes wretehed feat, 
To mourn her forrows foe: 
Her lovely form was ſweet to view, 
| As dawn at op'ning day; 
| But, ah! ſhe moura'd, ber love not true, 
And wept her cares away. 


The brook flow'd gently at her ſeet, 

In murmurs ſmooth along; 

Her pipe, which once ſhe tun' d ſo ſweet, 
Had now forgot its fong; 

No more to eharm the vale ſhe tri es 
For grief has pll'd her breaſt; 

Thoſe joys which once ſhe us'd to prize, 
Nut love has.robb'd her reſt. 
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| Poor hapleſs maid ! who can behold. 


Thy ſorrows ſo ſevere, 


And hear thy love-lorn ſtory told, 


Without a falling tear : 


Maria, luckleſs maid, adieu, 


Thy ſorrows ſoon mall ceaſe, 


For heaven will take a maid ſo true, 


Io everlaſting peace. 


THE COT OF LAURA. 


YOUNG Laura was a lovely laſs, 

Her charms all fancy did ſurpaſs, 
"She was as fair as Flora; ; 

Each village ſwain with verſe and ſong, 


Enraptur' d morn and eve did throng, 


Around the cot t of E 


Young Roger by her charms was mov'd, 
Tho" late it was he {wore he lov'd, 
The pretty black-ey'd Norah; 

She mourn'd the falſhood of the ſwain, 
Who for his part now ſtrove in vain, 
Jo gain the heart of Laura. | 


Eack 


(9) 


Each morn to her he paid his vows, 
With awkward ſcrapes and cringing * 
And ſwore he hated Norah; 
But all was vain, ſhe heeded not, 
And told him 'twould not be his lot, 
To gain the cot of Laura, 


"Young Phelim was a briſk young ſwain, 
He lov'd the laſs, nor lov'd in vain, 
He paid his vows before her; 
She bluſh'd conſent, nor did ſhe chide, 
He ſoon at church made her his bride, - 
And gain'd the cot of Laura. 


$ 0 N. 6. 
Sung by Maſs Pocle. 


LE Strephon thus you teaze me, 
To ſay what won my heart; 

It cannot ſure be treaſon, 

If I the truth impart : 

It was your gen'rous nature, 
„Bold, ſoft, ſincere and gay; 

1 ſhone in ev'ry feature, 

And ſtole my heart away. 


*Twas not your voice, tho' charming, 
Twas not your ſmile, tho" bright; 

"T'was not your bloom, tho' warming, 
Nor beauty's dazzling light. 

"_— t was your gen'rous nature, &e. 
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Oh! heav'n-born maid, ah, prithee ſtay, 


( wo) 


"Twas not your dreſs, tho' ſhiningy 


Nor ſhape that won my heart: 


*Twas not your tongue combining, 


For that might pleaſe by art. 


| pain twas 85 gen Tous nature, ke. 


S © N 6. 


PHEBE OF THE VALE. 


OUNG William, frolickſome and gay, 
Was croſſing o'er a ſtile, _ 
His heart and thoughts were blithe as May, 


_. Unus'd to care and toil : 


His gen'rous breaſt, by nature taught, 
To liſt to others woes, 

The widows Plaine his feelings caught, 
For who can them oppoſe. 


Sweet Phebe tripping o'er the lawn, 
Was notic'd by our ſwain, 


She fill'd his breaſt ſoon with love” 8 dorms, 


He look'd, and look'd again; 


Let nature now prevail; 
Tell me your name-—the nymph did lay, 
'Tis Phebe of the. vale. 


Then, gentle Phebe, quick inſtill, 

Some pity in your breaſt ; | 

w hat throbbing pains now mine do fil, 

Se tis robb'd of reſt; IS 
5 Neves 


« n ) 


Never 'till now, ſweet lovely maid, 
Did love my breaſt aſſail, 

Ah! don't ſincerity upbraid, 
Sweet Phebe of the vale. 


Ah, no, ſhe cry'd, forbid it love, 

That 1 ſhould cruel be; 

There is but one my breaſt can move, 
And that, ſweet youth is thee: | 

What joys, ſays William, fill my breaſt, 
Since nature will prevail 

For ev'ry virtue is poſſeſt, 

Vy TRE of the vale. 


nx CONTENTED PEASANT, 


HE dear domeſtic joys of life, 
Are worth a thouſand others ; 
A tender mate who loves not ſtrife, 


Kind fiſters and good wn 5 
No peeviſh paſſions break our peace, 


Or raiſe contentious ſtorm ; | 
But what we know will ſerve or pleaſe, 
Our ready hands perform. 


We never ſaunter out by day, 
Or do our work by halves; 
I mind the ſheep, the corn, the hay, 
My wile We © cows and calves. 


Gn 


The field, the dairy, and the flock, 
Our honeſt wealth create: 

Our children, ſervants, and our flock, 

Are coup affairs of ſtate. 


At op'ning day we greet the fun, 
And riſe refreſh'd and healthy ; 

And find that tis by duty done, 
We grow both wiſe and wealthy. 


Thus thro' a lengthen'd line of years, 
We've all our wiſhes crave: 
And bleſt with more than hopes or fears, 
We and a peaceful grave. 


8 O N G. 
COLIN THAT LIVES IN THE VALE, 


Sung by Miſs Bertles. 


IESSAMIN ſweetens the bow'r, 
And cowſlips adorn the gay green; 
And the roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene : 

In a cottage retirement there lives 
F Young Colin, and Phebe the fair; 

IA be bleſſines each other receives, 
In mutual enjoyment they ſhare: 

. And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 


"Y nates inn 


cn) 


The . of contentment ſupply 
The ſplendor and grandeur of pride; 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 
| While bleſt with his beautiful bride: 
His wiſh is no greater delight 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phebe at night, 
His innocent toil to repay — 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
They're as conſtant as Colin that lives in the vale. 


If her lover delighted appears, 
The fair one partakes of his bliſs; 
If dejected, ſhe ſooths all his cares, 
And heals ev'ry pain with a kiſs: 
Te ſwains, who' re accuſtom'd to rove, _ 
And each innocent fair one betray; 
From this pair learn the true joys of love, 
And his dictates with honor obey; 
Vour paſſions, ſond ſhepherds, will ſurely prevail, 
I conſtant as Colin that lives 1 in the vale. 


S O N 6. 


SANDY OF THE GREEN. 


OW ſpring her ſweets diſcloÞ8s, 
And floaw'rets deck the grove ; 
TI make, with ſweeteſt roſes, 
A garland for my loves 


(1 1060 


The flow'rs that ſcent the air, 
Are not ſa blooming ſeen, 
Are not ſa ſweet and fair, 


As ſandy of the green. 


Na lad can blink ſa blithe and gay, 
Na lad that e'er was ſeen, 
Sa ſweetly on the pipe can play, 
As Sandy of the green, 


As o'er the burn a maying, 
I lately bent my way, 
J met young Sandy ſtraying, 
Wi' lads and laſſes gay: 
I felt delight and pleaſure, 6 
To view his grace and mien; 
Sure then my only treaſure 
Is Sandy of the green. 
| | | Na lad can blink, &c, 


My 3 vows he will be mine, 

The kirk ſhall make us one; 

And other laſſes he'll refign, 
And live for me alone: 

There's ſa much joy in ſtore for me, ' 
L envy not the queen: 1 
While I am bleſt wi' love and thee, 

Dear Sandy of the green. — 

5 Na lad can dlink, xc 


So q 
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S ON G. 
BA, HA, HA, HA. 


OUNG Jockey, I VOW, Was the bonnieſt lad, 
That e'er tun'd apipe on the banks of the Toy; : 

Each grace that delighted from nature he had, 

Tho' frolickſome modeſt; tho' diffident, gay: 
But pride in my boſom aſſum'd a controul, 

Compelling ſoft love for a time to withdraw ; 5 
And when he aſſay'd to unboſom his ſoul, 

Coquettiſh I flounc'd with a ha, ha, ha, hae 


In language perſuaſive the ſhepherd oft” try'd, 


In vain to convince me how ardent his flame; 
For ſtill his fond ſuit with diſdain I deny'd, 
But ſoon found a cauſe my demeanour to blame: 
One eve thro' the grove as they wantonly ſtray'd, 

With Kate in ſoft converſe my lover I ſaw; 
Then jealouſy ſtung me, which pleas'd he ſurvey 'd, 

And careleſlly jogg'd on with ha, . ha, l. 


A cloud of deſpair now envelop' 4 my mind, 
Contrition did ſorely my conduct upbraid; * 
As droops the parch'd roſe, fo my beauty'sdeelin'd 
Which Jockey perceiving, ſoon flew to my aid : 


Jo church then he led me, and made me his bride, 


1 freely confeſs that his will was my law; 


By Hymen united, all folly aſide, 


We chearfully join in the ha, ha, ha, ha, 


SONG, 


( 16 ) 
. S O N G. 
PEGGY PERKINS. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


ET bards elate, 
Of Sue and Kate, 

And Moggy take their fill-o ; 
And pleas'd rehearſe, 

In jingling verſe, 
The laſs of Richmond-hill-o : 
A laſs more bricht, 
My am'rous flight, 
Impel'd by love's fond workings, 
Shall loudly ing, 
Like any thing, 


Tis charming Peggy Perkins. 


Some men compare 
The fav'rite fair 
To ev'ry thing in nature, 
Her eyes divine, 
Are ſuns that ſhine, 

And ſo on with each feature: 
Leave, leave, ye fools 
Theſe hackney'd rules, 
And all ſuch ſubtle quirkings; 
Sun, moon, and ſtars, 

Are all a farce, 


. d to Peggy Perkins, 


(9 3: 


Each twanging dart 
That through my heart 
From Cupid's bow has morric'd, 
Were it a tree 
Why 1 ſhould be 
For all the world a foreſt: 
Five hundred fops, 
With ſhrugs and hops, 
And leers, and ſmiles, and ſmirkings, 
Moſt willing ſhe 
Would leave for me — 
Oh! what a Peggy Perkins. 


. 


THE VIRGIN'S FIRST LOVE. 


OW ſweet is the joy when our bluſhes impart, 
H The youthful affection which glows in the hearts, 
When prudence and duty and reaſon approve, 
he timid delight of the virgin's firſt love. 


But if the fond virgin be deſtin'd to feel 

A paſſion ſhe muſt in her boſom conceal, 

Leet a ſtern parent's anger the flame diſapprove, 
Where then's the delight of the virgin's firſt love? 


If 


1) 

If ſtolen the glance by which love is confeſs dl, 
If the ſigh, when half heav'd be with terror ſuppreſs'd 
If the whiſper of paſſion cold caution muſt move, 


Where the delight of the virgin's firſt love ? 


Or if her fond bolom with rac ſighs 


For a lover, who ceaſes her paſſion to prize, 


Forgeting the vous with which warmly he firave 
To gain the ſoft charms of the — 's firſt love. 


If, tempted by i int "Teſt, he ventures to ſhun. 
The gentle affections his tenderneſs won, 
With another thro' paſſion's wild mazes to rove— 
Where's then the delight of the virgin's firſt love ? 


See her eye, when the tale of his treach'ry ſhe hears, | 
Nou beaming with ſcorn, and now gliſt'ningwith tears; 
How great is the anguiſh ſhe's fated to prove! 


Farewell the 3 of the virgin s firſt love. ks 


No more ſweet emotion ſhall PIE on her chad; 

But paleneſs her boſom's keen agony ſpeak, 

And, dimm'd by affliction, that eye ſhall now prove, 
Which f poke the mild warmth of the OT firſt love. 


And now, ſad companion of mental diſtreſs, 

Diſeaſe ſteals upon ber in health's flatt ring dreſs ; 
Sure the bluſh on that cheek ev'ry fear muſt 1emove, 
Ah: no, tis the effects of the virgin's firſt love. 


Still brighter's the colour that glows on her cheeky 
Her eye boaſts a luſtre ne language can ſpeak; 
Yet, vain are the hopes theſe appearances prove, 
Fond parent! they ſpring from the virgin's firſt love. 


And now, not unconſcious that death hovers near, 
On hei face fee the ſmiles cf contentment appear; 
No ſtruggle, no groan, his dread ſummons to 


He ends the fond dream of the virgin's firſt love, 


Ye nymphs ! ere your boſoms with tenderneſs heave, 
Let your prudent choice a glad ſanction receive, 
Leſt hopelefs affection's keen anguiſh you prove, 
And Hymen ne'er ſmile on the virgin's firſt love. 


But chiefly beware that the much favor'd youth 
Is wholly devoted to you and to truth, 
Leſt the anguiſh of ſlighted affection you prove, 

And death end the dream of the virgin's firſt love. 


S ON G. 


THE FAIR AND GAY, 


| ITHOUT a girl to toy and kiſs, 
A What could a mortal do; 

Tis beauty does enhance each bliſs, 
Whatever we purſue: | 


Her 


( 20) 
Her eyes direct to ev'ry joy, 
vance | 
'They glance, 
Entrance 


by chance, 
Their ſweets can never cloy. 


Then puſh the 1 round, my buck, 
To ev'ry willing tit ; 
The queen of love will ſend good luck, 
And ev ry fancy hit: 
Then let each voice the theme prolong, 
. The tall, 
Jhe ſmall, 
I all, 
J 
R As ſubject to my _ 


Then let me trip in faſhion's round, 
Among the fair and gay; 
Where beauty conſtantly is found, 
| THh' op'ra, ball, and play: 

Survey who is to ſport inclin d, 
| To joy, 
Not coy, 
Annoy 
Nor cloy, 
But give to love her mind. 


SONG. 
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TEE SCOLD, : 


HE plague of one's liſe 
Is turely a wiſe; 
Who fill is fomenting of evil: 
From raorning to night, 
| All is wrong, nothing right, 
A ſcold is ſure worſe than the devil. 


When I firſt gave a kiſs, 
T thought that each bliſs 
Was center d in ſweet pretty Mary; 
| But now, I am wed, 
O! 1 wiſh 1 vas dead, | 
Her temper I hd the contrary, 


Let me ſay what I will, 
Her tongue won't lay till, 
Like the clack of a mill it is going ; 
If I ſtop up my ears, 
In a rage the appears, 
And more hot then her paſſion 1s glowing. 


| 11 I go, or 1 ſtay, 

At home, or away, 
Each ſerves her alike for a riot; 
Tho' a foe to all ſtrife, 
Such a devii's my wife, 
She never will let me be quict. 


„ 
SON . 
THE PEDLAR, 
Sung in Oſcar and Malvins. 
TAM a jolly gay pedlar, 
Come here to ſell my ware: 


Yet tho' in all things I'm a medler, 
I meddle moſt with the fair: 


When I ſhew my ribbands to miſſes, 


Tho' copper and filler I gain; 
Yet better I'm pleas'd with the bliſſes, 
That now I cannot explain, 


Fools ſay that life is but ſorrow, 

And ſeem difinclir*d to be gay; 

But why ſhould we think of to-morrow, 
When we may be happy to-day : 

I rove round the world for my pleaſure, 

Reſolv'd to take nothing amils; 


And think my exiſtence a treaſure, 


When bleſt with the cup and the kiſs. 


They ſurely are thick headed aſſes, 
| Who know that youth's gone in a crack, 
Yet will not enjoy as it paſſes, 
The ſeaſon that never comes back: 
Let time jog on ſlower or quicker, 

Or whether we're filly or wile ; | 
We ſhall not be the worſe for good liquor, 
Or the ſmile of a girl with black eyes. 


SONG, 


( 23 ) 
s O N G. 


Sung in Oſcar and Malvina. 


O EVER in my boſom live, 

Thou ſour ce of endleſs treaſure! 
Since nothing elſe on earth can give 
So dear, ſo rich a treaſure: | 
True love perhaps may bring alarms, 

Or be but loſs of reaſon; 
Yet ſtill it adds to mmer charms, 
And cheers the wintry ſeaſon. 


The luſtre of the great and gay, | 

Is tranſitory faſhion; 
_ Whilſt pure and laſting is the ray. 

Of unaffected paſſion: 
When danger threats the peaſant s cot, 
And cruel cares aſſail it, 
Aﬀection's ſmiles ſhall ſooth his lot, 

Or bid him not bewail it. | 


Then let us each on each rely, 
A mutual tranſport borrow, | 
The laviſh forms of life defy, 
And artificial ſorrow: e 
Content we'll laugh, and ſport, and ſing, 
Grow livelier and jocoſer; 
While time, that fleets on envious wings, 
Shall bind our hearts the cloſer, 


Now the blaſt of the winter comes on, 


( 44} 


S ON G. 
STORMY LanuOw. 
Sung by Mr. Harriſon. 


ROM thy rocks ſtormy Lannow I fly, 
From the rocks that are laſh'd by their tide; 


From the maid, whoſe cold boſom, relentleſs as they, 


Has wreck'd my warm hopes by her pride: 


Let lonely and rude as the ſcene, 


Her ſmile to that ſcene could impart 


A charm that micht rival the bloom of the vale; 


But away, thou fond dream of my heart. 


And the waters grow dark as they riſe; 


Vet, tis well they reſemble the ſullen diſdain 


That has lower'd in thoſe heart- piercing eyes: 


Sincere were the ſighs he repreſs ' d, F 


But they roſe in the days that are flown ; 
Ah! nymph, unrelenting and cold as thou art, 
My : is proud as thy own. 


Lo! the wings of the ſea fool are e forend, | | 
To eſcape the rough ſtorm by their flight; d 
And theſe caves will afford them a gloomy retreat, | 
From the winds and the billows of night : | 


Like them, to the home of my youth, : | | 


Like them to its ſhades I retire; | 
Receive me, and ſhield my chill ſpirit, ye groves, 
From the ſtorms of 1 delire, | 


SONG. 
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S O N 6. 
' GIVE ME BUT THE YOUTH 1 LOVE« 


Sung in the Haunted Tower, 


Io high birth and all its ſetters, 


My kind ſtars my lot remove, 


I ſhall envy not my betters, 


Give me but the youth I love. 


Love, the riches of the poor, 
A prize the rich can ne'er procure! 


My rich miſtreſs fain would be, 
| Juſt as poor as Cicely. 


5 6 N 6. 
ROUNDELAY. | 
Sung in the Carnival of Venice 


N my pleaſant native olains, 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flew, | 


Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, 


Simple as the joys I knew: 


Jocund morn and evening gay,. 


_ Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


G. S. C . Fields 
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Fields and flocks, and ſragrant flow! rs, 


All that health and eaſe impart 
Call'd fer artiels muſic's pow'r, 

Faithful echues to the heal t: 
Happy hours, for ever 92 


Claim d the merry 3 


But the breath of genial ſpring, 
Wak'd the warblers of the grove; 
Who, {weet. bu ds, that heard you ling, 
W ould not join the ſons of love? 
Your ſweet notes and chauntins gs ga y, 


Claim'd the merry Roundelay, 


$ 0 N . 


GO, GEORGE, 1 CAN'T ENDURE YOU, 


Sung by Miſs Romani, 


O. George, 1 can't endure you, 
Lou wrong me, I allure you; 
I wonder why I love you ſtill: 
Are women for no uſe meant, 
But merely man's anuſencent ? 
To teaze and torture as he will ? 
No, if you lov'd me true, 
You'd other means purſue; 
No, that you don't 'tis plain, 
I tell you lo again; 
No, no, no, no, no, no, 
You ne'er could bear to uſe me for 


What 


Tt 7 


What ſee you pray, -bout me, 
Thus ſtill to {culd and flout me? 
Such treatment yet was never heard; 
I neer mult i cat {good gracious 
I'm ſure tis quite vexatious) 
41 never now mult ipenk a word. 


. 


THE HONEST SAILOR. 


Sung » Mr. Dillin. 


ar girl who fin would chuſe a mate, 
Should ne'er in fondneſs ſail her, 
May thank her lucky ſtars if fate 
Should iplice ber to a failor : 
He braves the Norm, the battles heat, 
Ihe yellow boys to nail her; 
Diamonds, if dizmonds ſhe could cat, 
Would ſcek her honeſt ſailor. 


Ik ſhe'd be conſtant, ſtill his heart 
She's fwe will never fail ber; 

For, though a thouſand leagues apart, 
| Sill {aithſul is her ſailor : 

If the be lalſe, ſtill he is kind, 

And, abſent, does bewa1i! her, 

Ver truſtinç a he trvſt+ the wind, 
Still faithleſs to the ſailor. 


(3) 


A butcher can procure her prog, 
{ Three-threads to drink a r: 
, What's that to biſcuit and to grog, 
Procured her by a ſailor: 
She who would ſuch a mate refuſe, 
The devil ſure muſt ail her; 
Search round, and if you're wiſe, you'll chuſe | 
10 wee an honeſt ſailor. 


1 = * * 
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0 N ©. 
LOVE ar FIRST SIGHT. 
- Sung by Maler Mutlow. 


HEN firſt I ſaw the graceful move, 
Ah! me, what meant my throbbing breaſi ? 
| Say, ſoſt confuſion, art thou love, 
* If love thou art, then farewell veil; . 


Since doom'd I am to love thee, fair, 
Tho' hopeleſs ofa warm return, 
Vet kill me not with cold deſpair, 

But let me live and let me burn. 


With gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain, 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 
And, though you cannot love again, 
1 In pity, oh! forbear to hate. 


Fo — 
—— — mils _— 
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PD ALVA RD. 
Sung by Mr. Dil din. 


HE wind blew hard, the ſea run high, 
The dingy ſcud drove croſs the iky, 
All was ſafe ſtow'd, the bowl was ſlung, 
When careleſs thus Ned Halyard ſung: 
A failor's life's the life for me, 
He takes his duty merrily, 
If winds can whiſtle, he can fine, 
Still faithful to his friend and king; 
He gets belov'd by all the ſhip, 
And toaſts his girl and drinks his flip. 


Down top-ſails, boys, the gale comes on, 

To ſtrike top-gallant yards they run; 

Fearleſs, to hand the fail prepar d, 
Ned chearful * upon the yard 


Af failor' s life, 6 


A lcak! a leak! come, lads, be bold, 
There's five foot water in the hold; 
Eager on deck ſee Halyard jump, | 
And fings, wile; working at the pump. 
| A ſailor's life, ce | 


T hey ſee the veſſel nought can fave, 
She ſtrikes, and finds a wat'ry grave; 
Yet, Ned preſerv'd, with a few more, 


Sings as he treads a ogy —__ 
Cg: . .  Afﬀailor'slife, &:. 
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And now unnumber'd perils paſt, 
On land as well as tea —at laſt 
In tatters to his Poll and haue, 
See honeſt Halyard ſinging come. | 
A A ſailor's life, &e. 


Yet for poor Holyard what diſerace, 


Poll ſwears the never f2w his face! 


He damns her for a faithleis ine, 
And ſinging goes again to e. | ; 
A ſailor's life, &e. 


. 
I THOUGHT OUR QUAKRELS ENDED, 
Sung by Mrs. Crouch. ; 
THOUGHT our quarrels ended, 


And ſet my heart at eaſe; 
"Tis ſtrange you've thus offended, 
You take delight to teaze ; 
Yes, ves, 
You take delight to teaze: 
Dear vr, decide the ſtrife, 
Betwixt your child and wile, 
Alas! the grief 1 feel, 
I dare not to reveal; 
I know that you believe, 
For Frederic's loſs ] grieve; 
Ptho, pſho, pſho, pſho, very well, 
Very well, very well, think as you pleaſe, 


In voin m alw2ys. ſtriving, 
To make our diff*rence ceaſe; 
Ii youre diipuescmriving, 
And will not live in peace; 
No, no, 
Yon will not live in peace: 
I'm vex'd, dear hir, for you, 
Bat ſav, what can ] do? 
JI none I can complain, 
How cruel is my pain ! 3 
| 1 know nt you believe, be. 


S O N 
THE SOLDIER'S GRAVE, 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


FC NF all ſenſations pity brings, 
To proudly {well the ample heart, 


From which the willing ſorrow ſprings, 
In others grief that bears a part: 
Of all jad ſvmpathy' s delights, 
The manly dignity of grief 
A joy in m-urning that excites, 
And gives the anxious mind relief: 
Of theſe would vou the feeling know, 
Moſt gen'rous, noble, greatly brave, 
That ever taught a heart to glow, 
Tis the tear that bedew's A foldier' 8 grave. » 


V 
For hard and rainful i is his lot, 
Let dangers come he braves them all; 
Valiant perhaps to be forgot, 
Or undiſtinguiſh'd doom'd to fall; 
Yet wrapt in conſcious worth ſecure, 
The world, that now forgets his toil, 
He views from a retreat obſcure, . 
And quits it with a willing ſmile: 
Then trav ler one kind drop beſtow, 
IT were graceful pity, nobly brave; 
Nought ever taught the heart to glow, 
Like the tear that bedews the ſoldier's grave. 


A MISER BID TO HAVE AND HOLD ME. 


Sung by Signora Storace. 


Miſer bid to have and hold me, | 
And greedy parents would have ſold me 
A huſband was enough for me, 
No matter lame or old: | 
There was no harm that they could ſee, 
Soso all his bags were full of gold; 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
You never were in danger here, 


Should ſuch a huſband have or hold. 
With 
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With 8 viſage ſour and gloomy, 

The tot' ring dotard came to woo me, 
He ſaid my love was worth a groat! 

And then he try'd, good lord, to ſmile, 
It makes me fick the very thought ; "JD 

I could not bear him all the while: 

No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 

You never were in danger here— 

It makes me ſick the very thought, 


s O N G. 
SMILING GROG, 5 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. | 
NMILING grog is the failor's belt hope his ſheet 


anchor, 
His compals, his cable, has log, 
That gives him a heart which life's cares cannot canker, 
Though dangers around him 
Unite to confound him, 
He braves them and tips of his grog: 
Ti grog, only grog, 
Is his rudder, his compals, his cable, his he 
: IM ſailor's ſheet anchor is grog. 


What though be to a friend, in 7 
His prize money convey, = 
Who to his bond of faith unjuſt, 
Cheats him and runs away: 


F * 


4 
What's to be done? he vents a curſe 
'Gainſt all falſe hearts aſhore, 
Of the remoinder clears his purſe, 
And then to ſea for more. 


There imfling grog, — 


What though his girl, who often ſwore 
To know no other charms, 
He finds, when he returns a ſhore, 
Claſp'd in a rival's arms: 
What's to be done? Hevents a curſe, 
And ſeeks a kinder ſhe, 
Dances, gets groggy, clears his purſe, 
| And g::es again to ſea, 
To croſſes bor <a truſting there, 
The waves leſs ſaithleſs than the fair; 


There into toils to ruſh again, 
: And ſtor: my perils brave u hat then? 


— grog, &c. 
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FROM MORN TO NIGHT 1 TAKE MY GLASSs 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


| POM morn to night I take my glaſs, 
E In hopes to forget my Chloe 
But as I take the ple abs draught, 
* She's neter the leſs before me: 
Ah! no, wine cannot cure the pain, 


5 —- * 


I endure tor my Chloe. 


( 35 ) 


To vine I flew to eaſe the pain, 
Her beauteous charms created; 

But wine more firmly. bound the chain, 
And love would not be n 5, 


qr 1 


* Ab! no, bel 


so N. 
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THE GREENWICH PENSIONER, | 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


; pus S in the good ſhip Rover, 
J ſail'd the world around, 

And for three years and over . 

I ne&er touch'd Britiſh ground ; 

_ Atleneth in England landed, 

I leſt the roaring main, 

Found all relations ſrranded, 

And went to ſea again, 


That time bound ſtraight to Portugal, 
Right fore and aft we bore; 

But, when we'd made Cape Ortugal, 

| A: ale blew off the -ſhore ; 

She lay, ſo did it ſhock her, | 
A log upon the main, 

"Till ſavd from Davy's , 
We put to ſea again. 


cs 


( 85 ) 
Next in a frigate failing, 
Upon a ſqually night, 
Thunder and lightning hailing, 
The horrors of the fight, 
My precious limb was lopp'd off, 
I, when they'd eas'd my pain, 
'Thank'd God I was not popp'd off, 
And went to ſea again. 


vet geil I am enabled 
To bring up in life's rear, 
Although I'm quite diſabled, 
And lie in Greenwich tier: 
The King, God bleſs his royalty, 
Who ſav'd me from the main, 
III praiſe with love and W 
But ne'er to ſea — 


K 


| ANNA'S BOWER. 
Sung by Master Mule. 


LOW, 88 thou Gm 8 breeze, 
Oh! gently fan the trees, 
That form yon fragrant bow'r; 
Where Anna, lovelieſt maid, 
On nature's carpet laid, 
Enjoys the ev'ning hour : 
Hence, hence, ye objects foul, 
The beetle, bat, and owl, 
The MEAN nw, and toad ; 


5 


E 


But fairy elves unſeen, 
May gambol o'er the green, 
And circle her abode. 


Shed, ſhed thy ſweeteſt beams, 

In party colour'd ſtreams; | 
Thou fount of heat and light; 

No, no, withdaw thy ray, 

Her eyes effuſe a ray, 

4s kind, as warm, as bright: 
Breathe, breathe, thy incenſe, May, 

Ye flow'rs, your homage pay, 

To one more fair and ſweet ; 

Le opening roſe-buds ſhed, 

With fragrance twine her head, 

Le lilies kiſs her feet. 


Flow, flow, thou chryſtal rill, 
With tinkling gurgles fil! 
The mazes of the grove ; | 
And, ſhould thy murm'ring ; from, 
Invite my love to dream, | 

O! may ſhe dream of love: 
Sing, ling, ye feather'd choir, 
And melt to fond defire 

Her too obdurate breaſt ; 
Then, in that tender hour 
I'll Real into the bow'r, 

And teach her to be bleſt. 


— by 


4 
s ON G. 


THE FLOWING CAN. 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin... 


SAILOR's life's > life of woe, 


He works now late, now early; 


Now up and down, now to and fro, 
What then, he takes it cheerly: 


Bleſt with a ſmiling can of grog, 


If dutv call, 
Stand, rife, or fall, 
To fate's laſt verge he It 5 ſog. 
— kedge to weigh, 
ĨJ he ſheets belay, 
He does it witha wiſh; 
| To heave the lead. 
Or to cat-head 
The pond' rous anchor fin: 
For while the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 
ie deſpiſe it to a man: 
We ſing a little, and laugh a little, 
And work a little, and ſwear a little, 
And fiddle a little, and foot it a little, 
And ſwig the flowing can, 


If howling winds and roaring ſeas 


Give proof of coming danger, 
We view the ſtorm, our heart's at eaſe, 
For Jack s to fear a anger: : 


BleR 


( 39 ) 
Bleſt with the ſmiling grog, we fly, 


Where now betow 
We headlong go, 
Now riſe on mountains high: 
Spight of the gale, 
We hand the fail, 
Or take the needful rect, 
| Or man the deck, 
To clear ſome weck, 
To give the ſhip relief: 
Though perils threat Wem, 
All ſenſe of danger drown' d, 
We defpile it to a man. 


We ſing, ke. 


But yet think not our fate is hard, 
Though ſtorms àt ſea thus treat us, 
For coming home, a ſweet reward, 
With ſmiles our ſweethearts greet us! 
Now too the friendly grog we quaff, 
Our am'rous toaſt, 
Her we love moſt, 
And gaily fing and laugh: 
The fails we furl, 
'Fhen for each girl 
The petticoat diſplay; _ 
| The deck we clear, 
Then three times cheer, 
As we their charms ſurvey : 
And then grog goes round, 
All ſenſe bf danger drown'd, 
we delpiſe it it to a man: 


We fing, ke. 


* 9 


- 
2 28 — K „ 
* - * 
— 
1 — S 2 


1989 
1 0 . 6. 
EDWIN'S EPITAPH, 


EPF lies poor Edwin, the comedian, 
How oft applauded when he play'd; 
To enter now the upper region, 8 
A ſudden exit he has made: 


This ſtage of life oh how precarious, 


How many ſtrollers range and rove; 
The curtain drops by methods various, 
When death obeys the will above, 


See jerry 3 for him is weeping, 


While Lingo makes a plural ſhow ; 
Tom, who at Coventry was peeping, 

Is blinded with his tears of woe: 
Ye mourners all pray be contented, 

Theſe ſcenes of ſorrow fruitleſs prove; 


For tragedies are repreſented, 


To ſhew the pow'r of heav'n above, 


Poor Edwin's caſt was parts of humour, 


In which he made the audience roar ; 


And crowded galleries he drew more, 


Than any actor did before: 
The coffin's now the box he's taken, 
Which to the pit does him remove; 
This ſtage, alas! has he forſaken, 
For the great theatre above. 


Ts 
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- 'Tis when the bell of heav'n appriſes, 


All of the laſt rehearſal hear ; 


When muſic plays the curtain riſes, 


And from our trap-doors we appear: 


When the great critic comes to try us, 


Our acts to cenſure or approve; 
Then, Edwin, thou among the pious, 
Shall have a benefit above. 


S O N G. 
SATURDAY NIGHT AT SEA. 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


: 7 WAS Saturday night, the twink'ling ſtars, 


Shone on the rippling ſea, 


No duty call'd the jovial tars, 
The helm was laſh'd a-lee: 
The ample can adorn'd the board, 


Prepar'd to ſee it out, | 
Each gave the laſs that he ador'd, 
And pul d the grog about. 


| Cried honeſt Tom. my Peg T1 toaſt, 


A frigate neat and trim, 


All jolly Portſmouth's favourite boaſt, | 


I'd venture life and limb: 


Sail ſeven long years, and ne'er ſee land, 


With dauntleſs heart and ſtout; 
So tight a veſſel to command, 


Then 5 the ros about. 


Inu 
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Fit give, cried littce Jock, my Poll, 
Sailing in comely tate, | 
Top ga'ntiail: jet, e is fo tall, 
She ivoks like a frit-rate: 
Ak! would the fake her jack in tow, 
A vcyave er Jie throughout, 
N beiter birt h I'd with to know i 
Then pulh the grog abaut. 


T'll give, cried I, my charming Nan, 
Trim, handi me, neot, and tight, 
What joy lo fine as ſhip to man? 
She is my heart's de:ight : 


So wel] the bears the ſtorms of life, 


I'd fail the world throughout, 
Brave ev'rv 11 bor ſuch a wile, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


Thus to deſcribe Poll, Peg, or ns 
Each his beſt manner tried; 


Till, ſummon'd by the empty can, 


They to their hammocks hied: 


Yet ſtill they did their vigils keep, 


Thaueh the huge can was out, 


For, in ſoſt viſions gentle ſleep, 


Still puſh'd the grog about. 


SONG. 
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THE HEART WHICH LOVE Has WOUNDED, 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 


"HE heart which love has wounded, 
By fear and death confounded, 
One only thought alarms; 
Tt mocks the raging ocean, 
The ſtormy wind's commotion, 
Or din of hoſtile arms. 


It's wonted cares are baniſh'd, 
"K's early terrors vaniſh'd, © 
Tt pants with ſear unknown; 
Throbs with too fierce pulſation, 
To warm the dull vibration, 
That trembles with its own. „ 
3 It mocks, &c. 


8 O Ns. 
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MARRIAGE AND MUSIC. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


| | HAN niarriage and muſic can ought be more 
| like? 

Both are bound and cemented by ſtrong chords; : 
Hymen's chains, tho' they gall, yet with ecſtaſy ſrile, 


Exactly like 1 and concords : 
Like 


| 
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Like hooting of owls, and of bats on the wing, 
Strife all wedded happineſs garbles; 
But when hearts born for pleaſure in uniſon ling, 
Tis the mellow ton'd nightingale warbles. 


When the wiſe or the huſband a note ſounds too ſharp, 
| In alt both immediately ſoar ; 3 
| On family diſcords they mutually harp, 
Nor will either come down a note lower. 
1 5 , | Like hooting, &c 
| All harmony's powers in wedlock we trace, 
1 Dutch harmony, not Italiano; 
| | She thunders the counter, he grumbles the baſs, 
| And the children ſquall out the ſoprano. 
[2 F Like hooting, & 


ö < O N. G. 
THE FROLICKS or QuzEN MAB, 
Sung by Mr. Collins, | 
In his celebrated Entertainment ef the Bruſh. 


I HEN fancy roves in a rambling dream, 
VV With the poor and rich it is all the fame, 
When fancy roves in a rambling dream, 
And we ſeem to ſleep like tops, fir; 
Queen Mab ſhe plays us a pleaſant game, 
Of the fairy tribe the imperial dame, 
Queen Mab ſhe plays us a pleaſant game, 
As into our pates ſhe pops, fir: 


( 45 ) 
7 or there ſhe drives her gig, as Shakeſpear tells the tale, 
1 ſir, 


ſins, With tricks and pranks a thouſand _ our ſlumbers 
Ig do regale, (ir. 


In ſize as ſmall as an agate-ſtone, 
Or the ſeed i'the ſoil when tis newly ſown, 
In ſize as ſmall as an agate Rone, 
On a miſer's little finger: 
With a whip made out of a cricket's bone, 
For ſhe never drives like a lazy drone, 
With a whip made out of a cricket's bone, 
That her ponies may not linger : 
EY In a chariot by a ſquirrel ſcoop d, out of a nut brown 
n © 4 
ing 5 a primroſe pipp d for a riding hood, or elſe a cow-. 
Grp ſlip's bell, far, 


oo any 


ing, &, 


And in this ſtate ſhe's night by DOTY | 
Like a little wicked wanton ſprite, 
And in this ſtate ſhe night by night 
Trots over lovers brains, fir; 
Who fancy, if the fleas but bite, 
As they tumble and toſs in a piteous plight, 
Who fancy if the fleas but bite, 
That Cupid gives the pain, fir: 
And if by chance the takes a ſcamper o'er a courtier's 


. 


am, knee, Hir, 5 9 
ame, In ſleep he ſcrapes and bows as low as at my lord's 
levee, fir. 


Then driving over a lady- s lips, 
As a piſmire over a mole-hill ſkips, 
Then driving over a lady's lips, 
She ſtrait on kiſſes dreams, far ; 
For 1 „„ Or 


—— 
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Or a lawver's noſe, if acroſs ſhe ſki ps, 
With his ſhifting, ſhuffling, quit ks and quips, 
Or a lawyer's noſe if acroſs ſhe m5 
In what a plight he ſeems, fir ! 
With Inout upturn'd, like rooting ſwine, he 8 2 
ſnorts to book, fir, 
For, O! what icent is ſo divine, as imelling out a ſuit, 


Nay, the parſon too, when he takes a na p, 

As ſtranger things ev'ry day may hap, 

Nav, the parſon too, when he takes a nap, 
After dinner pipe and ale, fir ; 

She will ſometimes give a tickling tap, 
On the roſy cheek of the rev'rend chap, 
She will ſometimes HIVE a tickling tap, 
With a little tythe pig's tail, ſir: 
Then {leeves of lawn, the fairy ſ prite, preſents the pu 

| pit 11a ner, 
And lo! his night cap in a trice is turn d into a mit 


. 


Tuen acro's the neck of a blade ſhe trots, 
Who hoſtile plans like Cæſar plots, 
Then acrols the neck of a blade the trots, 
Who dreams of war's alarms, fir; _ 
Of cutting frenchmen and ſpaniards throats, 
Of red-hot balls, and of batt'rins boats, 
Of cutting frenchmen and ſpaniards throats, 
And quartering le2s and arms, fir: 
And when at laſt in both his ears, the drum ſhe ſounc 
amain, fir, 
He ſtarts, and wakes, and prays, and [wear and the 
to ſleep again, ſir. 


Thu 
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a ſuit, ſu 
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5 the pul 


a mitre, 


ats, 


ats, 


he ſounds 


and then 


Thu 


| 
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Thus aſleep or awake, by nicbt or FI 


H, weer we labor, or watch, or pray, 
Thus afleepor awake, by night or day, 
* ruling 3 >aſhon ſways us2 
And a +\ ill o the whilp now leads the way, 
By which like theep we are lur'd aſtray, 
And a Will o'thew hilp now leads the Ways 
Or a bugbear now diſmays us: 
Yet, thou+h by turns we are highly pleas'd, or in a 
piteous taking, 
At leaſt mav all vur pleaſing dreams be realiz d when 
waking. | 


9. O NG. 
TOM CLUELINE, 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


HE wind was huſh'd, the fleecy wave, 

Scarcely the veilei's ſides could lave, 
When in the mizen-top, his ſtand, 
Tom Clueline taking, {pied the land: 
Oh! what reward for al! his toil! 
Once more he views his native 121] ; 
Once more he thanks indulgent fate, 
That brings him to his bunny Kate, 


(48) 


Soft as the OR of zephyr flow, | 
Tender and plaintive as her wor, 
Serene was the attentive eve, 

That heard Tom's bonny Kitty grieve: 

Oh! what avails, cried ſhe, my pains, 

He's ſwallow'd in the greedy main; 

Ah! never ſhall I welcome home, 

With tender joy, my honeſt Tom. 


Now high upon the faithful ſhroud, 
The land awhile that ſeem'd a cloud, 
While objects from the miſt ariſe, 

A feaſt preſents Tom's longing eyes: 
A ribband near his heart which lay, 
Now ſee him on his hat diſplay 

The given ſign, to ſhew that fate 
Had brought him to his bonny Kate. 


Near to a cliff whoſe heights command 
A proſpect of the ſhelly ſtrand, 
While Kitty fate and fortune blamed, | 
Sudden with rapture ſhe exclaimed— . 
* But ſee, Oh! heaven, a ſhip in view, 
My Tom appears among the crew, 

The pledge he ſwore to bring ſafe home, 
Streams on his hat—'tis honeſt Tom. | 


What now remains were eaſy told, * 
Tom comes his pockets lin'd with gold, 
Now rich enough no more to roam, 

Jo ſerve his king— he ſtays at home: 

Recounts each toil, and ſhews each ſcar, 

While Kitty and her conſtant tar 

With rev'rence teach to bleſs their fates 

Young honeſt Toms and bonny Kates. EY 
| EY e e SONG. 
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S ON G. 
THE BALLAD SINGERS. 


| Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


E it known to all thoſe whoſor'er it qd 
That we fingers of bailads were always call'd bards; 


And from Ida to Grubb-ſtreet the muſes who follow 


Are, each mother's ſon the true ſpawn of Apollo: 


Thus recording great men, or a flea, or a ſtar, 


Or the ſpheres, or a jew's-harp, we're all on a par; 
Nor in this do I tell you a word of a lie, 


For Homer ſung . and ſo do I. 


5 Don- t you know what the antients v were kat things 


they talk'd, 
How they rode on Pegaſus—thatis to ſay, walk'd; 


That near kindred gods they drove Phœbus's chariot, 
The Engliſh of which is—they liv'd in a garret: 
And thus they went forward, Diogenes quaff d, 
Heraclitus cried, and Democritus laugh'd, 
Menander made multitudes both laugh and cy, 
But Homer ſung ballads, and ſo do I. | 


Thus aid they 8 whimſical notions purſue, 
Some argued on one leg, and ſome upon two; 

To which laſt my pretenfions are not hypothetic, 

Bah tis n r 


TH) 


Lycurgus and Selon bout laws made a pother, 
Which went in at one ear, and then out at t'cther, 
Old ſongęs ſuch as mine are will nobody buy? 
Come, Homer ſung ballads, and ſo do I. 


Hiſtoric was Pliny „and Plato divine, 

Ovid wrote ab ut 15 ve, and Anacreon wine; 

Great Cicero argued to ev'ry man's palate, 

And when he was out—'twas a hole in the ballad : 
Thus to great men of ol, who have made ſuch a rout, 
My cl-:im to call coulin T've fairly made out; 

And if any hereafter my right thould deny, 

Tell 'em Homer ſung bailads and ſo do I, 


8 ©; 
THE LASS OF RICHMOND-HILLs 


Sung by Mr. lncledon. 


N Richmon4-hill there lives a Infs, 
More bright than May-day morn; 
Whoſe charms all other mz1ds- ſur paſs, 
A role without a thorn : 
This laſs ſo neat, with {miles ſo ſweet, 
Has won my right good-will; 
Fd crowns reſign to call her mine, 


Sweet laſs of Richmond-hill, 


Ye 


„ 


Ye zephyrs gay that fon the airy 
And wantoa thro the grove, 

O whit p-r to my charming fair, 
J die for her and love, 


How happy will the ſhepherd be, 


Who calls this nymph his own ; 
O may her choice be fix'd cn me, 
Mine's fix d on her alone. 


This laſs, &c. 


This laſs; &. 


Sung at Vauxhall, | 


ſeen, 


At fiſtcen 1'd fifteen fond ſuitors, or more, 
At twenty I dare ſay not leſs than a ſcore; 
But having entangled their hearts in my net, 
Determin'd in future to play the ccquet ; 

do, when they entreated, my anſwer was ſtill, 
Indeed, Sir, not now—when it ſuits me I will, 


De 


8 N . 


So lively, ſo wittv, To gay at fifteen ; | 
|'Tw:s then the fine ſparks of the higheſt degree 
Came fawning, and wooing, and begging to me 
I hleft with 2 ſmile, with a frown I could kill, 
My lovers all vied how: to honor my will. 


HEN youth bloſſom'd on me, no maiden was 
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My prudence I thought would reward well my paim Bu 
If increaſe of years brought an increaſe of ſwains; | Ja 


But, alas! now I find my lovers drop off, Yo 
My rivals all jeer and exultingly ſcoff— Bu 
Then think, ye fair damſels, on this maxim ſtill, No 


If you won't when you can, you can't when you will, W. 
— — — 
$ 0 NG 
THE CHOICE, 
Sung by Miſs Neu man. 


INI told by the wiſe ones, a maid I ſhall die, 

1 They ſay I'm too nice, but the charge I deny; 

I know but too well how the time flies along, 

That we live but few years, and fewer are young: V 
But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy Fat, 
Whole ages of ſorrow for moments ef joy; | A 
T never will wed till a youth I can find, 

Where the friend and the lover are equally 29 Mer 
V 

No pedant tho! learned, or fooliſhly gay, i! Gm: 
Or laughing becauſe he has nothing to ſay; 1 
Iso every fair-one obliging and free, 55 
But never be loving to any but me — Door 
In whole tender boſom my foul may confide, FE, 
Whoſe kindneſs can ſooth me, whoſe counſels can gu' Thot 
Such a youth I would marry, if ſuch I could find, Al 
Where the friend and the lover are equally M 


4 F 


No danger ſhould fright me, nor millions ſhould bribe ; 


7 , 


ul 


Y; 
8: 


8 


N 
* 


* 


. 
From ſuch a dear lover as here I deſcribe, 


But untill this aſtoniſhing creature I know, 

] am ſingle and happy, and ſtill will be fo: _ 
You may laugh, and ſuppoſe I am nicer than wiſe, 
But I'll ſhun the dull fop, the pert coxcomb deſpiſe ; 
Nor e'er will I marry till the youth I can find, 
Where the friend and the lover are equally join d. 


ARDELIA, 
By George Keate, Eſq. 


TX 7ELCOME, to the new-born year, 

N Lo! it comes, by hope attended; 

Future ſeaſons to appear, | 
All with ſuture pleaſures blended, 


Mark, Ardelia, mark their brow, 
With how ſweet a ſmile they greet vs! 
may ever time, as now. | 
With ſo kind an aſpect meet us. 


Doom'd with thee my courſe to ſteer, 
Ev'ry path cf liſe inviting: 


f. Thou my wife, c mpanion, friend, 
4 


Jin) 


i 


All is ſunſhine, all delighting. 
. 1 Unregarded 


(54 
Unregarded ſeaſons roll” d, 
Ere my choice had thee 7; elected ; 
Now they e al toi, | | 
Not a m.ment lic wwylected, | | 


*T1s not 3 not tate, 

Tis net wit de wor:d io prizes, 
In the mind cen bliſs create 

Far above ſuch t ys it riſes, 


Tis what joy exelted hearts 
i = while ench to cach a bleſſing; 
And, by 3! endcaring arts, 
Exer iti] their love exprding. 


Such the pleaſures es we partake, 
And, it len*then'd vears be given, 
Virtus juin'd with peace ſhall make 
Home a temporary heaven. 


C0 NC 


THE LASS OF KENSWORTH DALE, 


Sung by Mr. Milſon. 


S down the cowſlip dale I ade 
"Twas on a ſummer's morning 
Th here I beheld a charming maid, 
With beautevus looks adorning : 


No 


i 2 
1 55 


No blooming daiſtes Lall fo 0 = 
Or lity of the Vale, | 

Can with my charming moid compare, 
The lass of Kent: Korth Dale. 


Her auburn locks in ringlets flow'd, 
Sent. as her form to view; 

The rraciscviry churm beltow'd, 
1 705 d with mo ning dew: 

Her breath is ſweet as new mow nhav, 
That ſcents the ſpicy gale, 


Or tlow'rs that deck the robe of May, 


The laſs of Kenſworth Dale. 


Enraptur 'd N I paſs my aa ayg, 
In love and balmy peac 

Oh hear my truth, e er my lars, 
Then p leaſure ne'er would ceale 

Would ſhe but deign my vows to bear, 
And cr un my artlels tale; 

Jeſt with the maid 1 love 1o dear, | 
The laſs vf Kenſworth Dale. 


——— — | . — | 
8 N. 
A FAVORITE soNNET, 
By her Grace the Ducheſs of Deve hire. 


P* e me flow'rs and bring me wine, 
Bov, attend thy maſter's call; | 
Round mu brows let myrties th ine, 
At my cet let roles ſall: 


D 4 Breathe 


1 


Breathe in ſofteſt notes the flute, 0 

Form the ſong and ſound the lute, | 
Let thy gentle accents flow, 1 
As the whiſpering zephyrs blow. 


Sorrow wou'd annoy my heart, $| 
But I hate its baneful ſting ; : 
Joys ſhall chace the rapid dart, 
For I will laugh and I will fing: 
What avails the down-caſt eye? 
What avails the tear, the ſigh? 
Why ſhould grief obſtruct our way, 
When we live but for a day. 


8 5 L 
TUE SAILOR'S ALLEGORY. 
For a Water Party. | 


 IFF's like a ſhip in conſtant motion, 

1 Sometimes high and ſometimes low; 

Where ev'ry one muſt brave the ocean, 
Whatſcever wind may blow: 

If nn2ffail'd by fquall or ſh wer, 
Wafted by the gentle gales; 

Let's not loſe the fav'ring hour, 
_ _ Vkile ſucceſs attends our fails. 


— © & 


Lo 


or, if the wayward winds ſhould wal 
Let us not give way to fear; 
Zut let us all our patience muſter, 

And learn from reaſon how to ſteer : 
Let judgment keep you ever ſteady, 
TLis a ballaſt never fails; 

Should danger riſe, be ever ready, 
Io manage well the ſwelling ſails, 


| Truſt not too much your own opinion, 
While your veſſel's under weigh; 
Let good example bear dominion, 
That's a compaſs will not ſtray : 
When thund'ring tempeſts make you ſhudder, 
Or Boreas on the ſurface rails; 
Let good diſcretion guide the rudder, 
And providence attend the ſails. 


Then, when you're ſafe from danger, riding 
In ſome welcome port or bay, 

| | of be the anchor you confide in, 

nd care awhile enflumber'd lay: 

Or, when each cann's with liquor flowing, 
And good fellowſhip prevails ; 

Let each true heart with rapture glowing, 
Drink ſucceſs unto our fails, 


Ds SONG, 


18 
THE GOLDEN DAYS OF GEORGE THE THIRD, 


WVuusre, zanges the world is co ntinually ringing, 


And many in praiſe of old cuſt ms ire line ging; 
Whatever paſt times might afford that is pleaſant, 
For living no age ever out-topt the preſent. 


CHORUS 


Morry Tons of freedom, kad about the pitcher, 
Ihe ſtate may be poor, but the land was never richer. 


Some talk of Queen Beſs, but they much miſs the 
matter, | 
Ll mean ol Sanden days when our ſancies they flatter; 
Th times are much alter'd if not greatly mended, 
ror gold fon as current as {1x-pences then did. 
Merry ſons, &c. 


The ſpoils of the Euſt (4)? I deem it intruſion) 
Has c:us'd in this conntry in wealth a proful: wn; 
But why at the jnfusx ihsuledl an one We nder, 

For Chriſtians go thüither the Pagans to plunder. 


her: Y 10NS, Sc. 


No ſtate upon earth whether ling or ſinking, 

Old Ene! and can beat for goo eating and drinking; 
But drinking th ice 1127 LP ui beſt perfection, 

1 here's nothing comes up _toa gelieral election. 


nn 0 
3 Merry Jous, \ 


C. 


Arrears to diſcharge, tho* the land *tw 11 colt many 


And ble at all times to pay his own phylicizn. 
149 PU 


Give pleature the meeting at Comus's court. 
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wy CY 
pence, 


\Whate'er may be laid of the Prince's extfivagance; 
The King I conid wiſh to have ample provilion, 


\Irry ſons, &c. 


If the Dons war purſue, thev ſha'l ſoon feel our power; 
We'll ranfack their mines, lodge th ir 8010 in thetower, 
No coſt thall be ſpar' J, nor will courage be wanted, 
Till peace on the terms we demand ſli al be granted. 
I Nerv ſons, &c. 


S O N G. 


FREEDCNn's FA: R GROUND, 


I friends to ſair freedom, and ſons of true worth, 
Who love a few moments devoted to mirth; 
To recompence make {cr the;toil of the day, 
Allow it all muſt—there's a time to be gay: 
That time to embrace, in the evenine W t, 


We meet to be joy: us —what's iſe without cheer 7 7 
And chcerſul 8 ill be, care never comes here; 
The carth teems with plenty, proſuſe are her ſmiles, 
G: et- Brite 40 way full be the happieſt of iſtes; 
And whillt ve: the ocean her velleis jhall $0, 

W dere Cen! 15 p: CLUCS, trade 1 18 ccrtal! I} 10 How. 
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The profpet how pleaſing of commerce I mean; 
When Eden returns from the banks of the Seine; 
May kingdom 'gainit kingdom no more live in ſpite, 
For both 'twere much better totrade than to fight : 
Keep war at a diſtance, with wranglers away, 
Diſturbers of peace ſend to e 


French wines we'll encoura ge the work to complete, 
And tarter feel toys for the brandy that's neat ; 
We'll drink to each other, no longer ſeem ſtrange, 
_ Old ſtingo for claret we'll freely exchange: 
Invention is boundleſs on freedom's fair ground, 
Its equal is not in the world to be found. 


9 M 
THE FARIES., 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


EHOLD the faries jocund band, 

b Who firm, though low of ſtature, 
Gainſt giant vice ſhall make a ſtand, 
Portraying hunlan nature: 

We've characters of ev'ry mould, 
All tempers, forms and ſizes; | 
The erave, the gay, the young, the old, 
Hlid under quaint diſguiſes. 


8-1 


We have a prieſt who never ſwears, 
But who is always ready 
With money, or advice, or pray'rs, 
To help the poor and needy. 
They hey fpr the fares, Ec. 


A man nd wiſe, who both on crutch 
Are now obliged to hobble, 
Who fifty years, or near as much 
Hare never had a ſquabble. . 
| They hey for the fries &c. 


A magiſtrate uptight od wiſe, 
| To whom no bribe is given, 
And who before two charming eyes 
Can hold the balance even. 
| They bey for the _— &e. 


A „ae d phyſician of EI ſkill, 
All cures, like Galen, pat in, 
Who never does his patients kill, 
Take ſees, or jabber latin. 


A country Sire, who hates the ſmell 
Of Stingo and October; 
A modern poet who can ſpell, 


And a mufician ſober. 
* They bey for the fries, ac, 


Away then, comrades, beat to arms, 
Diſplay your ſportful banners, 
Strike hard at vice, explore falſe charms, | 
And catch the living manners. 


They ey for te fre be. 


They hey for the faries, ke. | 


| Make much of the joy- gie ing hours at Vauxhall. | 


And mirth and e cood f ic:low{hip keep up the ball, 


(03. } 
1 . 


VAUXHALL-6 ARDENS., 


Sonn, ſp ring. the proclaimer of rural delight, 
Aga in to her ſweet native bowers invites, 
From toil, to relax and enjoy the freſh air, 

All ye who the peaceful amuſement would ſhare, 
When mirth gives the ſummons, to honor they call, 


W how the ev'ning is fine, how enlivening the ſcene, 


The walks to para de, or to trip o'er the green; | 
No trouble to harraſs, no fears to Alarms, g 


The mind ſits at call when there's mulic to charm: 
Then quickly away, to the regions 1 elort, 
M hich pleaſure makes Choice of for keeping her court. 


The tradeſman who's got a few moments to ſpare, 
Finds here a refreſhment to ſolace his care; 

The artiſt will often his labour throw by, 

Such ſweet rural paiume awhi'e to enjoy: 

For genius, whole jons ot incline to be gay, 
Would droop if there was not a ſeaſon to play. 


When all appears n and grac'd with the fair, 


D 


What gardens for ſplendor with theſe can compare; 


When nature en d with choice ſtrokes of art, 
The mind to regale dees her berutics in pr „ 


* hat more would the heart wich to find at Vauzhal I, 


SONG, 


; „ 
8 0 N 8. 
"THE FAIR AND THE GAY. 


IT the charms of bright fancy let mirth now 
expand, 

What pleaſure can equal the flow of the ſoul, 
When friendſhip and humour unite hand in band, 

And care is teen drowning in Bacchus's bowl: 
Let the vine with the olive then ſocially join, 

And peace-killing paſſion keep out of the way; 
Let myrtles, and roles, and lilies entwine, | 


While we liſt up the ſong to the fair and the gay. 
Let Mars, with the laurel of victory be crown'd, | 

Approach—but his fury and ſword leave behind; 
No quarrels with rofv-fac'd humour are found, 

For faction and fi -hting we give to the wind: 


Let Venus, ſweet ſmiling, the banquet attend, 


Her charms, al Inviting, before us diſplay ; 
Een jove from Olympus himdelt may deſcend, 
And juin in the ſong to the lair and the gay. 


Appollo may come with his harp or his my | 
To lead in a concert ſo truly divine 
A ſolo may give on the hadle or flute 
For muſic nut ſurely aſſiſt the deſign: 
Lov © honor, and Jiory „and friendſhip combin'd d., 
Vill make the nig cht iparkie as bricht as the day 
What a ſeaſt to the w thy and g-od-humour'sd mind, 
While we lift up the ſong to tl e fair and the gay. 


SONG. 


e 


S O N 6. 
ALL'S FISH THAT COMES TO NET, 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


IAM a jolly fiſherman, 
I catch what I can get, 
Still going cn my betters' plan, 
All's fiſh that comes to net; 


Fiſh, juſt like men, I've often caught, 


Crabs, gudgeons, poor John, cod-fiſh, 
And many a time to market brought, 
A dew'liſn fight of odd fiſh: 
Thus all are fiſhermen through life, 
With wary pains and labour, 
This baits with gold, and that a wife, 
And all to catch his neighbour ; 
Then praiſe the jolly fiſherman, 
Who takes what he can get, 
Still going on his bgters' plan, 
_ All's aſh that comes to net. 


The pike, to catch the little 15 
Extends his greedy jaw, 

For all the world, as you and I, 

Have ſeen your man cf law; 

He who to lazineſs devotes 

| His time, is ſure a numb fiſh, 

And members who give filent votes, 

May fairly be call'd dumb fiſh; 


Falſe 


| 
| 
| 
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Palfe f jends to eels we may compare, 
The reach reſembles true ones; 
Like gold-Hlh we find old ones rare, 
Plenty as herrings new ones. 


Like fiſh, then mortals are a trade, 
And trapp'd, and ſold, and bought; 
Tube old wife and the tender maid, 
Are both with tickling caught ; 
Indeed the fair are caught, tis faid, 
If you but throw the line in, 
With maggots, flies, or ſomething red, 
Or any thing that's ſhining: | 
With ſmall fiſh you muſt lie in wait, 
For thoſe of high condition, 
But 'tis al,ne a galden bait, 
Can catch a learn'd phylician 


Then praiſe, &e. 


$S 0 N . 
THE MID-WATCH, 
Sung at Veuxhall, 


HEN 'tis night, Oe? the mid-watch is come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd main; 


Then ſailors think of their fai diſtant home, 


And of thoſe friends ahey 1 ne'er " lee again: 
Bu ; 


1 


But when the fioht's begun, 
Each ſei ving at his gun, | 
Shou any thought cf them c me o'er his mid 
O think, but ihou'd the day be Men, 
How *twill Cheer, | 
Their hearts to heat, | 
That their ale Comp anion he wos oe, 


Or my lo d, if you a mi itreſs kind, 
Have leſt on ſhore ſome pretty girl and true, 
Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, 
And fighs to think how it may fare with you: 
| O, _— the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Should any thou "oh of her come cer your min1; 
Think only, ſhould the day be won, 
How *twill cheer 
Their hearts, to hear, - 
That tkeir own true ſailor he was ane, 


© G N . 


THE BIE-STAN DFR. 


Sung oy Mr. Diꝭ din. 

OO fairly. all the w orld arc und, 
And, as Yu tri uth deliver ; 

| Tel. ne what cliaracter is ſound 

A real ſavoir viv're? | 

| Who truly merits ood fame. 
To find vou need not ander, 

None can detect lile's 1 0 game. 

So well as the by-ſtander, 


—— —Uä—zä6— ed 
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he lover coge, and palms, and Gips, 
The eaſy fair to baffle, 
And ſtill to win thit Rake, her lips, 
Will deal, and cut, aud ſhuifle: 
Still will boy PHY cach ſubtle art, 
Til ke has quite trapann'd her, 


And then is ſure to tin. 1p her hearty 


If abſent the by-ſtander. 


Preſerment is a bowlinr-green, 
Where, placed in each poſition, 
Bowis j.ſtiing in and out are ſeen, 
To reach the Jack ar: mbition: 
The bias int'veſt till then try, 
Twiſt, turn, and well mes der 
Yet their manceuvres, r::b or fly, 
Are known tv the by-itander. 


The lau's game at whiſt, wherein 


The parties nine are both in, 


Where tricks alone the game can win, 


An) honors 30 for nothing: 

And while they, a ſure game to nick, 
Their clie1t's money ſquander; 
Full many nine than one dd trick 
Diſcovers the by-ltander. | 


The coxcomb plays at ſhuttlecock, 


The wit commatids and queſtions, 


The carpins cits to commerce flock, 


Each follows his ſuzc<Rions : 
Yet he alone who merits fame, 
ho blunts the ſhafts of ſlander, 
And on the ſquare life's motly game 
Beit plays, is the by-ſtander. 5 
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s Oo & 8. 
BACHELOR'S-HALL, 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


O bachelor's-hall we good fellows invite, 


To partake of the chace that makesup our delighs; 


We have ſpirits like fire, and cf health ſuch a ſtock, 
That our pulſe ſtrikes the ſeconds as true as a clock: 


Did you ſee us, you'd ſwear, as we mount with a grace, | 


That Diana bad dubb'd ſome new gods of the chaſe; ; 
Hark away, hark wav, all natur © 19: ks gay, 


„And Aurora with [miles uſhers in the bright day. 


Dick Thickſet came mounted upon a fine black, 
A better fleet celding ner hunter did back; 
Tom Trig rode a Lay Juli of mttie and bone, 
And gai y Bob Bux nm rode prou7 on a roan: 

But the hot fe fai horſes tht rivall'd the day, 


Was the quire's Neck--· N vthing, and that was a grey. 
Ha! k away, &c, 


For hands, there was Vimble, ſo well that climbs cbs 
And Cocknole, 2 good one at ſcenting a tx, 

Little Flunze, like a mule wh, will ferret 2 and ſearch, 
And beetle-brow'd hawk's-eye fo dead at a lurch 


Young Sly-loc ks, ho cents the ſtrung breeze from the 


{c uth, 
And muſical Echo-well, with his ep mouth, 


Hark away, c. 


And enjoy the ſweet pleaſures that ſpring from the 
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Our horſes thus all of the very beſt blood. 
Tis not likely you'll eatily find ſuch a ſtud ; 


And for hounds,our opinions with thouſands we'd back, 


That all England throughout can't produce ſuch a pack: N 
Thus having deſcrib'd our dogs, horſes, and crew, | 
Away \ we ſet = for the fox is in view. 


Hark away, Nec. 


Sly — 8 3 home, while the horn ſounds a. 
Call, 

And now you're all e to Bachelor's-hall, 

The fav'ry firloia grateful ſmoaks on the board, 

And Bacchus pours wine from his favorite board: 

Come on then, do honor to this jovial place, 


chace; 


Hark away, hark away, all nature looks gay, 


Let us drink to the joys of the next t _—_ op. 


S ON G. 
| COLIN AND CHLOE. 


Sing by Mr. Diddin. 


] HAT a plague, cried young Colin, would Chloe 
at, 
'1ncer will be caught i in a neolr.; 


Odds wounds I'm reſolv d, and why d. wager an | 


Were it even a guinea he'd loſe: 


I told the young baggage, ſays 1 to her face, | 1 
| Las as much as you' will, bu“ no prieſt mall ſay gra-, 
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Crv'd y oung Thyrſis, pray Colin this * hold, 
What you've utter'd is only thro' fear; 


Tn the ablence of d user all cowards fee 1 bo d, 


But you'd ſoon ch nge your note were ſhe near: 


She has honor and truth, aud fay't t 


VAT face. 


With her you'll ne'er toy till tle prieſt hall ſay grace. 


Away then crv'd Cc'ir, a ſyidier III go, 


In eech qua: ce: 
III roar; end Vit r 
Put no e . 
For in ſpi-: 
Toy as muc. 


nt a wile; 
C PAY GT ſo, 


25 4 
2 | _ ' he 


cin ay to their face, 


. brieſt ſhall ſay grace. 


ing Chloe came by, 


Un e Ae IP 
Aden | „e, por loc, with a ſigzh, 
Nie th cz ne and make hay: 
Ciacd 1 % you may well hide your 
T. 22%. 4cull'{t toy, till the prieſt ſhould 
Co it, ee! OC. bn. woot let me alone, 


With vexoti 1: me heart how it bans: 


V „ for 98 a 


i mind ] w uld forfeit my own, 


Woot {or „, wert Chive — She imiles! 


See, glad nent lich! 
Then let us to church where the prieſt ſhall lay grace. 


j in her face, 


SONG. 


- 
: 
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S O N 8. 
WGs, WIGS, WIGS, 


Sung by Mr. Dibin. 


LL tell you a ſtory, a ory that's true, 
A ſtory that's tragic and comical too, 

Tis of a miſchance that was ready to fal! | 
On this realm, thro' the {ſky-light of Weſtminſter-hall : 
Sing bags and briefs, bands, gowns, and other like ri 88, 
5 Queues, bags, ties, and full-bottom wigs, wigs, wigs. 


The court was juſt open'd, and ach learned brother 
Preparing which readieſt could puzzle the other, 
When on the top of the houle a poor ign ant wench 
Puzzled judge, jury, counſel, and all the whole bench. 


Sing bags and briels, &c. 


Some ſay they a knotty diſpute were upon, 

Of ſome trifle like perjury, bail, or crim. con. 
When this maid, with good nature alone fr her object, 
W ally d the windowsto let in fome li: aht on the ſobj dt. 


Sine bags and briefs, &c. 


Other 


1 * 


Others ſay, and that boldly, this ly little quean, 
Was determin'd to waſh all their conſciences clean; 
But that would have taken, ſo wrong was her notion, 


Inſtead of ſome drops, more than all the whole ocean, 
Sing bags and briets, &c. 


But the lawyers, with eonſciences ever awake, 

Did the poor girls civilty ſtrangely miſtabe, 

And augmenting this mouſe to a mountain of evil, 

Took her mop {or a pitchfork and her for the devil. 
Sing bags and —_— &c. 


One appearing, however, leſs ſcar'd than the reſt, 
Their abſurd apprehenſions ſoon turn'd to a jeſt ; 


Crying, courage! Old Nick will not take you this bout, 
He ll be punctual, ne'er fear, but your time is not out. 


Ing bags and _— &c. 


And now, leſt the et on their 3 mould fall, 


In two minutes deſerted was Weſtminſter-hall, 
Pris'ner, judge, and jew bail, gainſt each other did 


{queeze, 


| And the counſel-bags, wigs, and all loſt—-but their fees. 


Sing bags and briefs, &c. 


No longer let France then, her Joan of Arc boaſt, 
Or her country's ſtout foes who ſubdu'd 2 whole hoſt, 
On the maid of the ſky-light more honor ſhall fall, 

For the routed he lawyers from Weſtminſter-hall. 
| Sing bags and bricſs, &. 


| SONG. 


x 1 
> — 
: 


— 
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ET 1 
S 0 N. 


ALONE BY THE LIGHT OF THE MYGN, 
Sung by Mr. Darley. 
1 day is departed and round from the dend. 


Tbe moon in her beauty appears; 
The voice of the nightingale warbles around, 
The muſic of love in our ears: | 
Maria appears, now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet, 
With the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is ſo tender for lovers to mect, 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


I cannot when preſent unfold what I feel, 
I ſigh can a lover do more? 


Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 


Yet I think of her all the day o'er: 


Maria, my love, do you long for the grove, 


Do you ſigh for an interview ſoon ? 
Does ere a kind thought run on me as you Foyes 


Alone by the ie of the moon? 


Your n name from the ſhepherds whenever 1 hear, 


My boſom is all in a glow; 


Your voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro- my car. 


My heart thrills, my eyes overflow: 

Ye powers of the {ky, will your bounty divine, 
Indulee a ſond lover his boi? 

Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 
Alone by the light of the moon, 


CM „ 


SON. 
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1 O N G. 
THE PILGRIM. Es 
Sung by Mrs. Billington. 
I TRAVERS'D Judah': s barren ſand, 
At beauty's altar to adore! 


But there the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Sion's daughters weep no more. 


In Greece the bold imperious mein, 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 

Bade love's devotion not be ſeen, 
Where conſtancy is never nigh. 


From thence to Italy's fair ſhore, 

U bent my never ceaſing way, 
And to Loretto's temple bore, 

A mind devoted ſtill to pray. 


But there, too, ſuperſtition's hand, 
Had fickly'd ev'ry feature o'er, 
f And made me ſoon retain the land, 
= Where beauty fills the weſtern ſhore. 


Where Hymen, with celeſtial pow'r, 

Connudial tranſport doth adorn ; 

Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour, 
Phat uſhers in each happy morn. | 


Ye daughters of old Albion's iſle, 

V here er I 70, where'er I ſtray, 

Oh! charity $ ſweet children ſmile, 
To cheer a pilgrim on bis way. 


4 VV 


8. 
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8 | O NG. 


IS IN VAIN FOR SUCCOUR CALLING. 


Sung in the Woodman. 


Ns in vain for ſuccour calling, | 
Hope no more my boſom cheers ; 
Cruel fate that bliſs appaline, | 
With her ſcroll of joyleſs years: 


Come, deſpair and diſtraction, confound me, 


Add ſtill to my life's wretched load; 


And while your mix'd horrors ſurround me, 


This delert of wildneſs ſhall be my abode. 


S O N G. 
NEW ROUNDELAY. 
Sung in the Battle of Hexham, 


RIFTED ſnow no more is ſeen, 
Bluſt'ring winter paſſes by; 
Merry ſpring comes, clad in green, 

While wood-larks pour their melody: 
I hear him— hark! 

The merry lark, 
Calls us to the new mown hay, 
"Fl to our ana 


Ee 


When 


1 


When the golden ſun appears 
On the mountains ſurly brow, 
When his jolly beams he re irs, 
Darting joy bchold them now: 
| Then, then Oh! hark, 
The merry lark, | 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


When the village-boy to field 
Tramps it witk the buxom laſs, 
'Fain ſhe wald not ſeem to yield, 
Yet gets tumbled on the graſs; 
Then, then—Oh'! hark, 
The merry lark, 


While they tumble in the | 


Pi on alone his — 


| What are honors, what's a court ? 
Calm content is worth them all; 
Our honor lies in cudgel ſport, 


Our brighteſt court a greenſword ball: þ 


But then—Oh! hark, 
The merry lark, 


Calls us to the new-mown hav, Ts 


Piping to our roundelay. 


5 


Ir 
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MEDLEY OF LOVERS. 
Sung in Sherwood Foreſt. 


HEN the men a courting came, 
Flatt'ring with their prittle prattle, 
Of their foel'ries I made game, 
Rallied with my tittle tattle : 

Cooing to me, 

Wooins to me, 

Teazing of me, 

Pleaſing of me, 

Offe ing pelf, 

Each filly elf, 


Came cooing, wooing ,and bowing to me. 


4 


The divine, with locks demure, 
Taik'd of tythes and eating plenty ; 
Shew'd the profits of his cure, 
And vow d to treat me with each daintv. 
| Cooing to me, Ke, | 


The learned ſerjeant of the law, | 
Shew'd his parchments, briefs, ne papers; 
In his deeds I found a flaw, 
80 diſmiſs d him i in the vapours. 
| Cooing to me, &c. 


by Phykic 
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Thyfic now diſplays his wealth, 


With his noſtrums but the "fact i is, 
I reſolv'd to keep my health, 


Nor die a martyr to his practice. 


Cooing to me, &c. 


But at laſt a. ſwain bow'd low, 
Candid, handſome, tall and clever, 
Squeez'd my hand—1 can't tell how, 
But he won my heart for ever. 
Cooing to me, 
Wooing to me; 
Teazins of me, 
Pleaſing of me, 
Oſferins pelf, 
Each ſilly elf: 
- ent 21! other wooers from me. 


| THE STRAVED LAMBKIN, 


* HEN o'er the green meadows] ſtray 


With Phillis, my ſhepbherdeſs fair; 
What thought can embitter the way, 
When all that I with for is there. 


Her features mp licitv ſpeok, 
Not re ior the lambkin ſhe tends; 
And with the loft role on her cheek, 
I'ruc beauty with innocence blends. 


— — 


— i 
The firſt time I ſaw the dear maid, 
In ſorrow ſhe dropt a ſad tear, 


For late from her flock was then ſtra y'd 
A lamb, and ſhe could not tell where. 


I ſaid to the fair one, awhile 

Reſt here, and the paſture I'll roam, 
And ſure you will grant me a ſmile, 
Should I bring you the wanderer home. 


When ſoon the ſtray'd bleater J found, 
But found him, alas! in a brook, 
Who ſure in the ſtream had been drown'd— 
But I ſav'd the poor thirg with my crook. 


Quick back to my Phillis I ran, 
To thank me I ſaw ſhe would ſpeak; 

But, ere the dear charmer began, 

I ſole a ſweet kiſs from her cheer. 


For [ſweet as the morn-ſcented roſe 
Is Phillis, the gentle and kind, 
Her beauty's but equal'd by thoſe 
Rich virtues that dwell in her mind. 


E 4 
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CHARMING SALLY, 


N 1 
„„ H 
= 
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© nvmph that trips the verdant plain, 
With Sally can compare; | 
| She wins the hearts of all the iwains, N 
1 And rivals all the fr. * 
The beams of Sol delight and cheer, | 13 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll, 55 
But Sally's miles can all the year, N 
* Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 8 


. When from the Eaſt, the morning my 

KF Illumes the world below, 

1 Her preſence bids the god of day, 

bh With emulation glow : | 3 
| Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, = 

# And birds ſweet notes prepare; 

K The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
| And hall their ſiſter fair. 


ti The lark but Kindes his liquid throat, ED : | ö 

I ?0o bid the maid rejoice, | | [4 

And mimicks, while he {wells his note, . 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 

The fanning zephy1s round her . 
While Flora ſheds perſume, | | | 
And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, | IA 

I bud for my s bloom. 
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The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale; 
Her beauty and unſpotted fame, 
Make vocal ev'ry vale: 
The ſtream meandring thro' the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 
And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun d to Sally's praiſe. 


No more ſhall blithſome laſs and ſwain, 
Jo mirthful wake reſort ; 
Nor ever May-morn on the plain, 

Advance in rural ſport: 
No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove ; 
Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 

When I forget to love. 


$0 MN 6. 
THE REQUEST. 


NDULGENT pow'rs, if ever, 
You mark a tender vow, 

| Oh, bend in kind compaſſion, 
And hear a lover now. 


For titles, wealth, and honor, 


While others croud your ſhrine, 
I aſk this only bleſſing, 
Let ber I love be mine. 


„ SONG 


. 
THE BRUNETTE» 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


Y heart's ſoft emotions admit nn diſguiſe, 
4 J To cheat the poor nymph of the plain; 
For the paſſion I feel is confels'd by my eyes, 
And love ſhews the wound of the ſwain: 
And ſuch were my plaints when I happily met 
The arch hazel cyes of my lovely Brunette. 


Wald you know all the magic that lives in hes mien, 
By which my fond heart ſhe bas won; 

Go take (like the Grecian) each beauty that's ſeen, 
And compriſe all their graces in one: 

Then wonder, like me, at the pleaſure taught Bet, 

And wear the ſoft chains of the lov diy Brunette. 


The wand- ring kidlings that Tport on the hills, 
Leave their browlins to lift to her lay; 

dhe charms the ſwiſt c- -arſe of the murmuring ills, 
And arreſts the bright chariot of day: 

The wine ſtops, enraptur'd, to liſt to my Bet, 

And gratcfully fan the accompliſh d Brunette. 


4 Had 


— — —— 


—_ 
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Had 1 all the wealth that ern avarice Tought, 


When he ravag'd the glittering mine; 
Had I all the treaſures that Crœſus had bought, 
The gems, my ſweet girl, ſhould be thine: 


| But trifles, like theſe, arc def pis'd by my Bet, 


For meri alone wins the lovely Brunette. 
s 0 N CG 
SECOND RT ARE BEST. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
oN Colin was as blithe a lad, 
As ever trod the daiſy'd plain, 


Each blooming virgin's heart was glad, 
Whene'er he tun'd his iylvan ſtrain : 


Ah! when, he cry'd, will Kate comply, 


And make her lover truly bleſt ? 
You've promis'd long O yes, ſaid J, 
-"I'W true—but ſecond thoughts are beſt. 


Now "OEM was a lightly wt 
Well form'd to win a maiden's mind, 


And all the laſſes of the plain, 


Did vie to make the ſhepherd kind: 
But, vain of conqueſt, female pride 
Looks lighily on the prize poileſt ; 

So, when he woo's, I ſtill reply'd, 


No, Lubin, ſecond thoughts are beſt, 
E 6 
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found my vain coquetiſh art 
Eclips'd the hope of future joy; 


For, O! it ſtung me to the heart, 
To ſee him with my rivals toy: 


I therefore, bluſhing, ſmil'd conſent, 


And, yielding to his fond requeſt, 
Well pleas'd to church with Lubin went, 
Convinc'd that—ſecond thoughts are beſt. 
— EE EE En 
S O N C. 
MELISSA. 
Ny Dr. Blackloct. 
F rivers ſo limpid and clear, 
Who reflect, as in cadence you flow, 


All the beauties that vary the year; 
All the flow'rs on your margins that grew 


How bleſt on vour banks could I dwell, 


Vere Nleliſſa the pleaſure to ſhare, 
And teach your iwcet echces to tell 
With what fon41ncis I dcat on the fair. 


Ye harveſts that wave in the breeze, 
As far as the view can extend! 


Ye mountains, umbrageous with trees, 


Whole tops fo majcitic aſcend : 


| Your landſcape what joy to ſurvey, 


Were Meliſſa with me to admire; 
Then the harveit would vlitter, how gay“ 
MH majeſtic the mountains aſpire. 


Fa 


RW 
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1 penſive regret whilſt I rove, 

The fragrance of flow'rs to inhale ; 
Or watch from the paſture and grove, 
Each muſic that floats on the gale: 

Alas! the deluſion how vain! _ 
Nor odours nor harmony pleaſe 

A heart agonizing with pain, 
Which tries ev Fry poſture for eaſe. 


11 anxious to fatter my woes, 

Or the langour of abſcence to cheer, 
Her breath I would catch in the roſe, 

Or her voice in the nightingale hear: 
To cheat my deſpair of its prey, 

What object her charms can aſſume? 


Hlow harſh is the nightingale's lay, 


How inſipid the roſe's Perfume. 


Ye zephvrs that viſit my fair, 


Ye ſun-beams around her that play, 
Does her ſympathy dwell on my care, 

Does ſhe number the hours of my ſtay ? 
Firſt periſh ambition and wealth, 

Firſt periſh all elſe that is dear, dee 
Ere one ſigh [hould eſcape her by ſtealth, 

Ere my abſence ſhould coſt her one tear. 


When, when ſhall her 3 once more, 
This deſolate boſom ſurpriſe ? 

Le fates, the bleſt moments reſtore 
When I baſk'd in the beams of her eyes: 

When, with ſweet emulation of heart, 
Our kindneſs we ſtruggled to ſhow ; 


Zut the more that we ſtrove to impart, 


We felt it more ardently glow. 
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80 N 6. 
THE WATER MAN, 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin, 


WAS, d'ye ſee, a waterman, 
As tight and iprace as any; 
From Richmond town 
To Horflydown, 
I turn'd an honeſt penny; 
None could of ſortune's favors brag, 
More than could lucky I; 
My cot was ſnug, well 611'd my Cag, 
My grunter in my ity: 
With wherry tight, 
And boſom light, 
] cheeriully did tow ; 
And to complete this princely life, 
Sure never man had friend or wiſe 


Like my Poll and my partner Joe, 


I roll'd in 1 Joys 5 like theſe awhile, 
Folks far and near careis'd me; 
Till woe is me. 
S0 hubberly, 
Ihe vermin came and preſs“ me: 
How could I all theſe pleaſurcs leave, 
How with my wherry part ? 
I never ſo took on to grieve, 
It wrung my very heart : 


But 
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But when on board, 
They gave the word, 
To foreign parts to go; 
T ru'd the moment I was born, 
That I ſhould ever thus be torn, 
From my Poll and my partner Joe. 


I did my duty manfully, 
While on the billows rolling, 
And, night or day, 
Could find the way 
Blindfold to the main-top bowling 
Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Quickſands and gales of wind ; 
I brav'd, in hopes to taſte again, 
| Thoſe 3 Joys J left behind: 
| In climes afar, 
The hotteſt war, 
Pour'd broadſides on the foe ; 
I will my perils all relate, | 
As by my ide attentive fat 
My Poll and my partner Joe, 


At laſt it pleas'd his Majeſty, _ 
To give peace to the nation; 
And honeſt hearts, 
From foreign parts, | 
Came home for conſolation : a 
Like lightning for I felt new life, 
Now ſafe from war's alarms, | 
J return'd and ſound my friend and wiſe, 
Lock'd in each others arms: | 5 
| et 
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Yet fancy not, 125 
J bore this lot, | 
For him a lubber—no; 
For ſeeing I was finely trick'd, 


Plump to the devil I boldly kick d 
1 My Foll and my partner Joe. 
11 5 6 | 


THE STOLEN KISS, 


1 a moſſy bank reclin'd, 
ky Beauteous Chloe lay repoſing ; Wy 
O er her breaſt each am'rous wind, 
Wanton play'd, its ſweets diſclofing : 
Tempted with the ſwelling charms, 
Colin, happy ſwain, drew nigh her, | 
Softly ſtole into her arms, 5 


aid his ſcript and ſheep-hook by her. 


O'er her downy panting breaſt, 
His delighted fingers roviug 
To her lips his lips he preſt, | 

In thc ecſtaſy of loving : | | . 
Chice, waken'd with his kiſs, 

Pleas'd yet frewning, to conceal it; 
Cry'd, true lovers ſhare the bliſs, 

Why then, Culin, would you ſteal it. 


SONG. 
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| THE kiss REPAID. 


HLOE, by that borrow'd kiſs, 
1, alas, am quite undone ; 
'T was ſo {weet, ſo fraught with bliſs, 
Thouſands will not pay that one. 


A Left the debt ſhould break your heart, 
Roguiſh Chloe ſmiling, cries 


Come, a thouſand then in part, 
For the preſent ſhall ſuffice. 


s o N s. 
THE IMAGINARY K 188. 


HEN Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe tripp d o'er the green, 
Fair, blooming, ſoft, artlets, and kind; 
Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe in her mien, 
And warmneſs with modeſty join'd: 


| Tranſported with ſudden amazement I ſtood, 


Faſt rivetted down to the place: 
Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion, I view'd, 
And wander'd o'er every grace, 


Ye 
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Ye Gods! what luxuriance of beauty, I cry, 


What raptures muſt dwell in her arms; 


On her lip I cull feaſt, on go breaſt I could die, 


O, Fanny, how {weet are he charms: 

Whilſt thus in idea mp i. mi fed, 
Soſt tranſ: rt my leiies invade; 

Young D..m n ſtept up, with the ſubſtance he — 
And left me 10 Kits the dear ſhade. 


S O N G. 
THE MEETING KISS, | 


ET me fly into thy arms, 
Let me taſte again thy charms; 


_ Kiſs me, preſs me to th breaſt, 


In rapture not to be expreſt. 


Let me clafp thy lovely waiſt, 


Throw thy arms around my neck; 


Thus embr acing and embrac'd, 


Nothing ſhall our rapture check. 


Hearts with mutual pleaſvre glowing, 

Lips with lips together growing, 

Eyes with tears of gladneſs flowing; 
Eyes, and lips, and hearts, thall how, 
The joy that raceting lovers know. 


oN. 
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_ * — 
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S O N s. 
SWEET NAN OF HAMPTON-GREEN, 
| Sung at Vauxhall. 


ITH care I ſearch'd the village round, 
And many hamlets tried ; 
At laſt a fair I hap'ly found, 
Devoid of art and pride: 
In neat built cot, 
It is her lot, 
. A ruſtic liſe to lead; 
| With tender care, 
ler lambkins rear, 
And watch her ewes at feed: 
Where Thames in filver current flows, 
; To beautify the ſcene, 
There blooms this fair, a bluſhing rcſe, 
Sweet Nan of Hampton-Green. 


Her eyes beſpeak a ſoul for love, 
Her manner form'd to pleaſe; 
2 In mildnels equal to the dove, 
With innocence and eaſe: 
| To paint her face, 
Her form and grace, 
All words are weak and vain; 
| Enouch to tell, 
She does excel, | 
| The daughter of the main. | 
| Where Thames, &c. 
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Wien firſt this charmer I ſurvey'd, 
With doubt my heart was fraught ; 
Fancy the beauteous maid POuUrtray d, 
A goddeſs to my thought: 
In am'rous bliſs, 
1 ſtole a kifſs, 
Which baniſh'd all alarms: 
Then joyful found, 
My withes crown 4 
A mortal in my arms. 


Where Thames, &c. 


S8 0 N. 
—_—_— KITTY. 
Sung at Vaur! all. 


HO' many a nymph may grace my ſons, 
For ſhape, and grace, and ſeaturcs handſome; 

Yet, Kate, ſuch charms to thee belong, 

As well are worth a monarch's ranſom : 
And had I India's we-lth in ſtore, 

I'd ſhun with j v tie court or city, 
And live ſequeſter'd evermore, 

With thee, ſweet maid, my charming Kitty. 


I many an acre, Kate, cen boaſt, 


Large tracts of land, and golden treaſure ; 


Then come, ſweet girl, I love thee moſt, 


Til lay it at "Oy feet with pleaſure: | 
For 
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For thee I n cen the ſex reſign. 

The fair, the brown, the gay, the witty, 
If thou'lt be mine, and only nine, 
_ Sweet ruſtic maid, my charming Kitty. 


Then leave the ſhepherds, bonny Kate, 
Lay by thy crobk, each care give over; 
And let me henceforth on thee wait, 

A taſk, how pleaſing to a l ve! 
My lite I'll dedicate to thee, = 
And ſing thee of:' a tender ditty, 
If thww'lt conſent to live with me, 
Sweet ruſtic maid, my charming Kitty. 


S O N . 
HENRY, 
Sung at Vauxhall, 


Y heart from my boſom wru'd fly, 
And wander, oh! wander afar, 
Reflection bedews my al eye, 
For Henry is gone to the war. 


Oh! ye winds, to my Henry bear 
One drop, let it fall on his breaſt; 
The tear, as a pear! he will wear, 


* I in remembrance be bleſt, 
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In vain ſmiles the glittering ſcene, 
In vain blooms the roſeat flow'r ; 
The ſunſhine of April's not ſcen, 
LT have only to 40 with the ſhow'r. 
Qh, ye winds, &c. 


Ye winds that have borne him away, 
Reſtore my dear youth to my arms; 
Reſtore me to ſunſhine and day 


'Tis night 'till wy Henry returns. 
Oh, ve ak _ | 


S O N 6. 
sELIu's COMPLAINT. 


IGHT o'er the world her curtain hung, 
The vale was ſilent, late ſo gay; 

The bird of eve melodious ſung 

Her anthem at the finiſh'd day : 
When Selim, on a bank reclin'd, 

Beneath a ſpreading willow tree, 
Thus ſpoke the feelings of his mind 

„Oh! Lucy, ſhed a tear ſor me. 


Yes, had I all that heav'n could give, 
Were my poſſeſſions rich and great, 
Then for my Lucy would I live, 
Then at her feet a ſuppliant wait: 
But, ſince hard poverty's my lot, 
No hepe remains to wed with thee; | „ 
Thybeauties ne'er can grace my cot | 1 
Oh! Lucy, ſhed a tear for me,” 


Depriv'd 
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Depriv'd of all that life could bleſs, 


The torment, life, no more 1 crave ; 
The hour that offers happinels, 
Is that which marks my hapleſs grave: 
Be each fond with enjoy'd of thine, 
May heav'n protect and comfort thee ! 
The turf mult prels this head of mine— 
Oh! Lucy, ſhed a tear for me. 


8 O0 N G. 
THE ROSE BUD. 


« Sung at Vauxhall, 


TF OUISA, fee the budding roſe, 

ILL How bright beneath the buſh it blows! 
tow ſafely there it lurks conceal'd, 

How quickly blaſted when reveal'd, 


The ſun with warm attractive rays, 
Tempts it to wanton 1n the biaze; 
A blaſt deſcend ſrom eaſtern ſkies, 
And all the bluſhing radiance dies. 


Then guard, my fair, your charms divine, 
And check the fond deunure to ſhine, 
Where fame's tranſporting rays allure— 
| Reſt here more happy, more ſecure, 
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8 O N . 


THE BRAES OF YARROW, 


33 ye, buſk ye, my bonie, bonie bride, 25 


And dry your eyes wi' anguiſh ſtreaming : 


For our approach, all eyes on Clyde 
Are now wi' expectation beaming : 


There we'll enjoy the merry day— 


(But here your days are dimm'd wi' ſorrow) | 


There pals in love the night away, 


And think nae mair on gloomy Yarrow, 


How can I buſk a bonie, bonie bride, 
Or how can I reſtrain frae weeping 


When he is toſs'd on ocean wide, 
Who has my waeſu' heart in keeping! 


A! lang, lang, maun I view, wr pain, 
The ſtream made bitter wi' my ſorrow ! 


And, for his coming, lang in vain, 


| Look frac the flow'ry banks of Yarrow. 


Yet leave me ſtill a weeping maid, 
By Yarrow's lonely waves to languith ; 
For, ſooner than conſent to wed, 

The grave ſhall bury a' my anguiſh : 


Thro' apprehenſion's ſhadows gloom 


Dark o'er the night of deep'ning ſorrow, 


Yet, true to love, I'll preſs the tomb, 
And him that won my heart on Yaiiow. 


18 
N. 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch, 


NAL plaint in no one pity moves, 
Save echo, who in plaints replies: 


ike me, depriv'd of him ſhe loves, 
With ſympathy ſhe counts my ſighs. 


Pleas'd with the ſtrain, the hapleſs maid, 
Repeats the unavailing moan ; 


And while ſhe lends her ſoothing aid, 


Laments my ſorrows and her own. 


$D-NG 


| NORAH, 


| 


* ; | : 
| Sung in the Poor Soldier. 


Tu Lali is proud of its cloſe ſhady bow. 


It's clear falling waters, it's murm'ring caſ- 
cades, 5 | 


| It's groves of fine myrtles, it's beds of ſweet flow'rs, 


It's lads ſo well dreſt, and its neat pretty maids: 

As each his own village will ſtill make the moſt on, 
In praiſe of dear Carton I hope I'm not wrong; 

Dear Carton, containing what kingdoms may boaſt on, 


"Tis Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


C. M. | F e 
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Be gentleman fine, with the ſpurs and nice boots on, 


Their horſes t Kai con the Curragh of Kildaire, 

Or dance at a ball with their ſunday new ſuits on, 
Lac : waiſtcoats, w hite gloves, and nice powder'd 

air, 

Poor Pat, while ſo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 
For gold or for acres he never ſhall long, 

One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


S G N GG: 
THE CHARMING FELLOW. 
he's in the Agreal Surpri 2s 


ORD, what care I for mam or dad, 
hv let them ſcold and bellow : ? 


For wnne 1 live I'll love my lad, 


He's ſuch a charming fellow, 


The laſt fairday on yor:der green, 


The youth he danc'd jo well, oh! 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſcen, 
As my ſweet cha: ming fellow. 


The fair was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow, 
Says he my dear I'll fee ycu home, 
I thank'd the charming fellow. 
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We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone briglit, 1 8 


Says he my ſweeteſt Neli-o, 
J'll tifs you here by this good light, 
Lord, what a charming ſellow. 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtop d my breath, . 


Ye bells ring out my knell-o; 
Again I'd die ſo ſweet a death, 
With ſuch a charming ſellow. 


— — — 
S O N G. 
THE DEATH OF ALLEN, 


HE bells they rang all in the morn, 
And Allen he roſe full ſoon ; _ 


Sad tidings there were ſor Allen to hear, 


That Mary would wed gre noon. 


Then Allen he call'd on Thomas's non, 


And Thomas came at his will, 
Make ready a coffin and w inding ſhroud, 
For Mary ſhall ſce my fall. 


When laſt we parted, with bricaful eyes, 


Right loving ſhe made a vow : 
But Richard has twice as many ſheep, 
And Mary forgets me now. _ 


Then bear me to the green wah bank, 
Where we did kiſs and play; 


And tell her, the rain, that made it ſo . 


Has * aſh” d his kiſſes away. 
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The bridegroom led the bride ſo ſair, 


The prieſt he came anon ; 
But Thomas he brought his dear friends corſe. 
Or ere the * edding was done. 


He laid them on the green graſs bank, 
Where they did kiſs and play, 

And told her, the rain, that made it ſo green, 
Had waſh' d his kiſſes away. 


When ſhe beheld poor Allen's dead corſe, 


Her maiden bluſh was luſt ; 
She faded, as tho' on April morn, 
A primroſe mp by a froſt. 


Then, all beneath one fatal ſtone, 


Together they buricd were: 


Falſe maidens who break your plighted vow, 


Tale heed ye come not here. 


GOOD MORROW TO YOUR NIGHT-CAP, 
Sung in the Poor Soldier. 


EAR Kathlen, you, no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet 'tis ; 


Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed out, ; 


You never dricam how late tis: 


This 


R 


E 1 


This morning gay, 
1 poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play, 
On two legs rid 
Along to bid, 
Good-morrow to your night- cap. 


Lait night a Tttle books 0 
Vith u hiſky, ale, and cyder, 
1 aſk'd young Betty Blowzv, 
To let me lit beſide her: 
Her anger re, 
As ſour as lloes, 


The little gipley cock'd her noſe ; ; 


Yet here I've rid, 
Along to bid, | 
Good-morrow to your night-cap. 


Beneath the honey-ſuckle, 


The daiſy and the vi'let 


Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle, 


They'll tempt you ſure to ſpoil 1 it. 
Sweet Sal and Bell, 
I've pleas'd ſo well, 
But hold, I muſtn't kiſs nad tell, 
So here I've rid, 
Along to bid, 


Sood-morrow to your night-cap. 


TS 


SONC. 
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THE FA!THEUL Tat 
Sung by Mr. e. | 


FISHE ſails unfurl'd, the ſhip unmoor'd, 
The courſe to R-er— all hands on boa rd, 
Propittous ev'ry gale; 
Fair Sally on the beach devlores, 
Ker ſailor bound to diſtant ſhores, 
But nought her tears avail, | g 


Oh! cruel fate ye pow'rs above, 

Why thus be, eſt of him J love, 

Who on the reſtleis deep, 

The boiſt'rous tide muſt cealeleſs brave, 1 

And meet, perchance, a wat'ry grave, | | 
While I but live to weep. 


Twelve months elaps'd when he return'd, 
Her conſtant heart with rapture burn'd, 
Twas freed from ev'rv care: . 
And Henry's 1 ve, his keart, kis ſcul, 
Were true as nvedle to the pole, 
When ablent from his fair. 


In wedded bliſs they taſte delight, 
No winas diſturb, nor ſtorms afriokt 
The lovely Sally's breaſt ; 

For now he makes a brm decree, 
No more to truſt the raging ſea, 
With her completely bleſt. 


SONG. 
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S O N 6. 
MA CHERE AMIE. 


Sung by Mr. Incleden. 


A Chere A my charming bur, 
\\ hoſe ſmiles can 'banith ev'ry care 

In kind compaſſion ſmile on me, 

W hole only care is love of thee. 


Ma chere amie. 


Under ſwect friendſhip's ſacred name, 
My boſom caught the tender flame; 
May friendſhip i in thy boſom be, 

Converted into love for 8 „„ 
Ma chere amie. 
Together rear d, together grown, 
O let us now unite in one; 
Let pity toften thy decree, _ 
1 droop, dear maid, I dic for thee, | 
| 55 Ma chere amie. 


MON CHER Al. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


FF ON cher ami, amitres cher, 5 | 
My love ſhall ſooth thy ev'ry care; | , 

Thou in return ſk2lt ſmile on me, 
Nor aught but joy our life ſhall fee. 
5 Mon cher ami. 


—— = 


III think of him who thinks of me. 


E 


Linder ſweet friendſhip's ſacred name, 
Thy breaſt ſhall till retain the flame, 
With which it long has glow'd for me, 


Thy conſtant, wedded friend I'll be. 


Mon cher ami. 


United thus, may ev* 'ry 1 vear 


Thy Lydia grow to thee more dear. 
Nor ſue from pity more from me, 


8 droop from her who lives 1or thce. 


Non cher ami, | 


$'0.N 6 
Ma CHERE AMI, 


A chere ami! let not deſ pair, 
Your boſom fill with anxious care, 
W hoſe heart's ſo open, mind ſo free-- 


Ma chere ami. 


Charge not a 1 virgin's flame 
With rudeneſs to confeſs the ſame; 
Oh! pardon all the faults vou ſee, 
And think of her who thinks of thee, 


Ma has ami. 


Then let us to the church incline, 


And Hymen wait our hands to join, 


For ever after happy be, 
Ibleſs'd with you, and vou with me. 


 Machere ami. 


ni. 


ni. 


mi. 


Nl, 


For ſweet's the love that meets return. 
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S O0 N G. 


| HOW SWEET'S THE LOVE THAT MEETS RETURN. 
Sung by Mrs. Kenedy. = 
Wk: firſt I kenn'd young Sandy's face, 


He ſung and look'd wi' fic a grace, 
He ſtole my heart, but did na' care, 
The lad he lov'd a laſs more fair: 
And oft' I ſung o'er brae and burn, 
How ſweet's the love that meets return. 


He Joo? d a laſs wi' fickle mind, 


Was ſometimes caul and e kind, 


Which made the love- ſick laddie rue, 

For ſhe was caul when he was true: 

He mourn'd and ſung o'er brae and burn, 
How ſweets the love that meets return. 


| One day a pretty w reath he enin'd. 
Where cowſlips and ſweet lav'rocks join d, 
To make a garland ſor her hair 


But ſhe reſus'd the gift ſae fair; 
This ſcorn, he cry'd, can ne er be born, 
But ſweet's the love that meets return. 


Juſt then he met my tell-tale een 
(And trueſt love is ſooneſt leen) 


Dear laſs, ſaid he, my heart is thine, 
For thy ſoft wiſhes are like mine : 
Now Jenny 1 in her turn may mourn, 


F 5 
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My anſwer was bold, frank, and kind, 
I lov'd the lad, and told my mind; 
To kirk we went wi' hearty glee, 
And wha ſae bleſt as he and me? 
| Now blithe we ling o'er brae and burn, 
How {weet's the love that meets return. | | 


SO N G. 
| WILLIAM AND CAROLINE. 
Sung ty Mr. Mahen. 


WAS at the break of day we {py” d, 
The fi:nal to unmoor, 
"Which ſleepleſs Caroline delcry'd, 
Sweet maid, from Goſport ſhore: 
The freſhning gale at length aroſe, 
Her heart began to ſwell, _. 
Nor cou d cold fear the thought oppoſe, 
Of bidding me farewell. 


In open boat, the maid of worth 
Soon reach'd our veſlel's fide, 

Soon too ſhe found her \- illiam's birth, 
Hut ſought me not to chide : — 
Go, ſhe exclaim'd, for ſame's a cauſe 
A female ſhould approve; DO, 

For, who that's true to honouur's. laws, 

Is ever falſe to love. 


1 


My heart is loyal, ſcorns to fear, 
Nor will it ever fail, 


Tho' war's unequal wild career 


Should William's life aſſail | 
Tho' death gainſt thee exert his ſway, 
Oh! truſt me, but the dart 
That wounded thee will find its way 
To Caroline's true heart. 


Should conqueſt, in fair ſorm array d, 
Thy loyal efforts crown, 

In Goſport will be found a maid, 
That lives for thee alone: 

May girls, with hearts ſo firm and true 
To love and glory's cauſe, 

Meet the reward they have in view, 
The meed of free applaule. 


S O NG. 
REFLECTION. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdiræ 


ROM prudence let my joys take birth, 
F Let me not be paſhun's ſlave, 
rrov'd by reaſon, ſweet's the mirth, 
whe of pleature is the grave: 
Then ſtill to reafon's dictates true, 
Select the ſweets of life like bces ; 
Thus your enjoyments will be ſew, 


But ſuch as on reflection pleaſe. 
F 6 
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Wine | 
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Vine e exhilerates the foul. 
Inſpires the mirth of ev'ry feaſt; 
But gluttons ſo may drain the bowl, 
"Till man degenerates to beaſt: 


Then mirth and wiſdom keep in view, 


And freely on the bottle ſeize ; 
What though your pleaſures are but ſew, 
They're ſuch as on . pleaſe. 


Love the ſource of human joys, 

The mind with bliſs that ſweetly fills, 
Tco often its own end deſtrovs, 

And proves the ſource of human ills: 
Here reaſon's dictates keep in view, 

Or, farewell freedom, ſarewell eaſe, 
The real joys of life are few, 

But ſuch as on reflection pleaſe, 


Then while we meet, let's only own 
Joys that do honor to the heart, 
And cealing to prize theſe alone, 
Deplore our frailty, ſigh, and part: 
Meanwhile to rea ſon's dictates. true, 
Select the ſweets of liſe like bees; 
Ius your enjoyments will be few, 
But ſuch as on reflection pleaſe. 


He thought ev'ry maid ſhe excell'd, 


He ſighs for a heart not her own, 


Tho' vows the fair Charlotte engag'd, 


Ye nymphs, let not Cupid deceive, 
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S N. 
SORROWS OF WERTER, 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. 


MER Werter fair Charlotte beheld, | 
As ſhe danc'd with the nymphs on the green, 


And he prais'd the ſoft grace of ber mien: 
But all her accompliſnments known, 
Gentle Werter began to adore; 


And the joys of poor Werter are o'er, 


As a friend gentle Werter was dear, 
Her ſmiles oft his ſorrows aſſuag'd, 
While pity has dropt a ſoft tear: 
Urg d by love, he grew bold, and ſhe cry'd, 
Werter, leave me, and fo me no more; 
He figh'd —he obey'd—and he dy'd, 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


Under pity's ſoft garb hide his dart, 
Werter's forrows are laid in the grave, 
While pity ſtill wrings Charlotte's heart: 
And oft' o'er his grave has ſhe cry'd, 
While with flow'rets ſhe deck'd it all o'er, 
He ſaw me, he lov'd, and hedy'd, 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


SONG. 


„„ 
S N 8. 
THE SAILOR'S RETURN. 


HE buſy crew their ſails unbending, 

5 The ſhip in harbour ſafe arriv'd ; 
Jack Oakum, all his perils ending, 

Had made the port where Kitty liv'd. 


His rigging no one dare attack it, 
Tight fore and alt, beve, below, 
Long-quarter'd ſh es, check ſhirt, blue jacket, 
And trowters like the driven ſnow. 


His honeſt heart with pleaſure dowine, 
Hle flew like light'ning to the fide; 


| Scarce had they been a boat's length rowing, 


Before his Kitty he eſpy'd. 


A flowing pendant gaily flutter'd 
From her neat made hat of ſtraw; 
Red was her check when firſt ſhe utter d, 

It was her ſailor that he ſaw. . 


And now the gazing crew ſurround her, 
While, ſecure from all alarms, 

Swiſt as a ball from a nine pounder, 
They dart into each others arms. 


— — 
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R 
| B And the hounds and the horns call the . 


RIGHT FHEBU®.. 


16H T Photos has mounted the chariot of day, 


away; 
Thro' woods and thro' meadows with ſpeed now they 
| bound, | 
hile health, reſy health, is in cexer: 'fe bein 
Hark away is the word to the ſou: d of the horn, 
And echo, blithe echo, makes jovial the morn. 


Each hill and each valley is lovely to view, 
While puſs flies the covert and dogs quick purſue ; 


Beh ld chere the flies o'er the wide {rreading plain, 


While the loud op'ning pack purſue her amain. 
| | Hark away, &c. 


At length puſs is caught, and lies panting for breath, 
And the ſhout of the huntſman's a fignal for death: 
No joys can compare to the ſports of the field, 


To hunting al plcalures and paſtimes muſt yield. 
—— away, Kc. 


6 | | | SONG, | 
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LOVE. 
Sung in the Twelfth Night. 


Hes imperſect is expreſſion, 
11 Some emotions to impart! 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart! 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults ſwell | 
And beat—what broken, falt'ring, dying, 
Language would but cannot tell. 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror, 

Quite expreſhve paints my cheek, 
_ Aſk no more—behold your error; 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak : 

What tho' ſilent in my anguiſh, 

Or breath'd only to the air: 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh, 

Read what your's have written there. 


O that you could once conceive me, 
Once my heart's ſtrong feelings view ! 
Love has nought more fond, believe me; 
Friendſhip nothing half ſo true: 
From you I am wild deſpairing, 
With you ſpeechleſs as I vouch; 
This is all that bears declaring, 


And perhaps declares too much, 


SONG, 
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O N G. 


THE ROYAL SAILOR» 


Sung by Mrs. RT 


= HE foes of Old England, (France, Holland, and 
Spain) | : 


Made bold by indulgence, inſulted the main ; 


The flag of defiance together unfurl'd, 
Andat England, Old England, their vengeance they 


| hurl d: 


When Neptune aroſe from his watery throne, 


In a coral-clad ſuit he moſt beautiful ſhone, 
He call'd for his tritons, and bade them repair, 


To the court of great George, for young William Was 
there : 


He's royal, he's noble, he's choſen by me, 


This Iſle to protect and reign prince of the ſea, 


O'erjoy'd at the meſſage, the youth rear'd his head — 


I'Il fight like a prince, were the words that he ſaid ; 
The cauſe of my country I'll boldly eſpouſe, 


To the ſea I am wedded, and give her my vows: 
With Rodney, with Digby, with Roſs1 will go, 
And die but I'll conquer each inſolent foe ; 


The tritons reported the words that he ſaid, 


And Spain heard the plaudits by Neptune then paid 


He's royal, he's noble, and choſen by me, 


Britain's ifle to protect, and reign prince of the ſea. 


The 
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The Dons they have felt the effe tg of his rage, 


No more with blood royal they'll dare to enzuugc ; 
For he ſtood on the deck with his naked drawn ſword, 
And by the bold Digby he paſſed the word: 
Humanity touch'd him, tho' not with baſe fear, 
When one noble ſhip was blown up in the air; 

His courage gave raptire to each jolly tar, | | 
Who look on Prince William their bulwark in war: 
He's royal, he's noble, he's choſen to be 
The guard of this ifle, and the prince of the ſea, 


M O NG. 5 | | 


THE MERRY TON'D HORN. 


Sung by Mr. /rrowſmith. 


ARE forward, away, my brave boys, to the chace, 
To the joys that ſweet exerciſe vields; _ © | 
The bright ruddy morning breaks on us apace, | 
And invites to the ſports of the field: 
Hark forward's the cry, and cheerful the morn, . 
Then follow the hounds and the merry ton'd korn. 


No muſic can equal the hounds in full cry, 
Hark! they open—then haſten away; 
O'er hill, dale, and valley, with vigour we fly, | 
While purſuing the ſports of the day. | 
| Hark forward's the cry, &c, | 


„. 


With the ſports of the fi ld no joys can compare, 
There plealure's light footſteps we trace; 
We run down dull lloth, and we diſtanice old care, 
Roſy health we G ertake in the chace. 
| Hark forward's the cry, &c. 


$ ON 6. 
1 POOR JACK. 
” Sung by Mr. Dizdin. 


0 patter to lubbers and ſwabs, d'ye ſee, 
i Bout danger, and fear, and the like, 
A tight water boat and 5-04 ſea room give me, 
And tent to a little Fil ſtrike; 
Though the tempeſt top- callunt-maſt ſmack ſmooth 
| {h-nld ſmite, 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood, 
. Clear the wreck, ſtow the yards, and bowſe ev'ry 
thing tight, 5 
And under rect'd forefail we'll ſeud: 
Avaſi, nor don't think me a milk- -lop fo ſoft, 
Do be taken for trifles a-back, 
For they fay there's a providence fits up aloft, 
To keep watch for the lite of poor Jack. 


Why I heard our good Chaplain palaver one day 
| About ſouls, heaven, me: cy and fuch— _ 
And. my timbers! what lingo he'd coil and belay! 
Why 'twas all Juſt as one as high Dutch s 


But 


— 


— 


— — 


2 — 
— 


— 4 > tw. He SOS 
, - 


7 
- 
Fi 
* 
s 
b 
3 


—ä—— — 
8 % —S- . 
2 % £ 


—7 


_ — 
9 1 
— — — 


7 


116 


But he ſaid, how a ſparrow can't founder, d ve ſee, 
Without orders that come down below, 

And many fine things that prov'd clearly to me 
That providence takes us in tow ; 

For favs he, do you mind me, let ſtorms c'er ſo oft 
Take the topſails of ſailors aback, 


There's a ſweet little cherub that fits up aloft, 


To keep wank tor the lite of poor Jack. 


Wo a to our Poll, "IE you ſee ſhe would cry, 


When laſt we weiche! anchor for ſea, 
What argufies ſniv'ling and piping your eye! ? 
Why what a great fv] you muſt be! 


Can't you ſce the world's wide, and there's room for 


us all, 
Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore ; 
And if to old Davy I ſhould go, friend Poll, 
Why you never will hear of me more: 


What then, all's a hazard, come don't be fo ſoft, 


Perhaps I may laughing come back ; 


For, d' ye ſee there's a cherub fats ſmiling aloſt, 


To keep watch for the 5 of poor Jack. 


= ye mind me, a \ ſailor ſhould be ex ry inch, 


All as one as a piece of the ſhip, 


And with her brave the world without off ring to flinch, 


From the moment the anchor's a-trip ; 


As for me, in all weathers, all times, ſides, and ends, 


Nought's a trouble from duty that ſprings, 


For my heart is my Poll's, and my rhino my triend's, 


And as for my life 'tis the king by 
E'en when my time comes, ne'er believe me ſo ſoft, 
As with grief to be taken aback ; 


That ſame little cherub that fits up aloſt, 


Will look out a * birth for poor Jack. 


— — — — GI 
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THE SWEET LITTLE ANGEL, 


1 5 Sequel to Poor Jack. 


HEN Jack parted from me to Hough the fl 
| dee 5 
Alas J mayn't 2 him again; 
In ſpite of his talking J could not but weep, 
To help it I'm ſure was in vain: 
Then he broke from my arms, and bi1 me far eel, 
Saving, Pall, come, my ſoul, it won't do; 
So d've hear, avaſt whineing and ſobbing, my girl, 
| "Tis all fooliſh n nſenſe in vou; 
| Jcould not help thinking that Jack was in right, 
Prom ſomething chat whilper'd, d'ye ſee, 
J for | There's a {wet little angel that fits out of light, 
Will reſtore wy poor Jack unto me. 
| 


\ Yet while he's at a diſtance, each thought is * d 
And n:ught can delight me on ſhore: 
I fancy at times that the {hip is deſtroy” "2 
And Jack I ſhall never ſee more; 
But then its but fancy! that angel above, 
Who can do ſuch a wonder of things, 
I know will ne'er ſuffer a harm to my love, 
And ſo to myſelf I thus ſings: 
What matters repining, my heart ſhall be light, 


inch For ſomething that whiſpers, d'ye fee, 
=> There's a ſweet little angel that fits out of fight, 
Will reſtore my poor Jack unto me. | 


oft, 
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But ſhould that ſweet angel, wherever he be, 
Forget «uy look out aſter Jack, 

Why then he may never return unto me, 
Ah! never, no never come back: 

But. Oh! id can't be he's too good and too kind, 
To make the ſalt-water his grave; 

And why ſhould I then each tale teller mind, 
Or dead ev'ry turbulent wave ? 

Belides I will never kind Providence flight, 
For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ſee, 

There's a ſwezt little angel that ſits out of ſight, 

Will reſtore my poor Jack unto me. 


| om 


S O N G 


LITTLE BEN. 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin. - 
 ESPLENDENT ęleam'd the ample moon, | 


| Refleaed on the glitt'ring lee, 
The bell proclaim'd nicht's aw ful noon, 
And ſcarce a ripple ſhook the fea: 
When thus, for ſailors, nature's care, 
What education has denied, 
Are of ſtrong ſenſe, a bounteous ſhare, 
By obſervation w:1) ſupplicd. LS 
While thus in buld and honeſt guiſe, SE. 

For wiſdom mov'd his tongue, | 
Drawing from wiſdem comfort's drop, 

In truth and fair reflection wiſe, 

Right cheerſully ſung, | 

Little Ben that 1 bis watch in the main top, 


Why 
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Why ſhould the hardy tar complain ? 
Tis certain true he weathers mote 
From dangers on tne raring main, 
Than lazy lubbe.s do aſhore: 
Ne'er let the noble mind deſpair, 
Tho' roaring ſeas run mountains high; 
All things are built with equal care, 
Firſt-rate or wherry, man or fiv. 
If there's a pow'r that never errs, 
And certainly tis 13, 
For honeſt hearts what comforts drop; 
As well as kings and emperors, 
Why not take in tow 
Little Ben that keeps his watch in the main- top? 


What though to diſtant climes I roam, 
Far from my dorlins Nancy's charms, 
The ſweeter is my welcome home, 
To bliſsful moorin 's in her arms: 
Perhaps {he on that ſober moon 
A luver's obſervation tales, 
And Ines that lit le Ben mo; ſoon, 
Relieve that he-rt which ſorely achs. 
Ne'er fear, that p wer that never errs, 
That guards all things below, 


For honeſt hearts what comforts drop; 


As well as kings and emperors, 
Will ſurely take in tow _ 
Little Ben, that keeps his wed? in the main. top. 


(120) 
8 O NS. 
ALLEN FROOKE, ar WYNDERMERE., 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. 


AY have you in the village ſeen 
A lovely youth, of penſive mien, 
If ſuch a one hath paſſed by, 

With melancholy in his eye; 

Where is he gone, ah! tell me where, 

Tis Allen Brooke, of Wyndermere. 


Laſt night he fighing took his leave, 
Which caus'd my tender heart to grieve ; 
And many maids I know there be, 
| Who try to wean their love from me: 
But heaven knows my heart's ſincere, 
To Allen Brooke, of Wyndermere. 


My throbbing heart is full of woe, 
To think that he ſhould leave me ſo; 
But if my love ſhould anger'd be, 
And try to hide himſelf from me 
Then death ſhall bear me on a bier, 
To Allen Brooke, of Wyndermere. 


a 
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S O N 6. 


TE GOD OF LOVE, 
Sung by Mr. NI on. 


OW ſweet the roſy bluſh of morn, 
How charming is the ſpring ! 
When deus beſpangle ev'ry thorn, 
And ſky-larks ſweetly ſing : 
Come, then, Florella, let us haſte, 
Each happy hour to prove; 
The fragrance of the morn to taſte, 5 ; 
And hail the god of love. ED ' | 


The be are e ſporting on the plain, 
The kids their gambols try; | 

And ev'ry nymph, and ev'ry ſwain, 
With mirth old care defy : 

With chaplets crown'd they dance along, 
Each moment to improve; 


And raiſe the ſoft enchanting ſong, 


To pleaſure and to love. 


| 
: Ah! let not fear thy breaſt invade, | i 


That ſeat of downy peace! 


For all Iwiſh, my charming maid, 


Thy; * is to increaſe: | 7 0 | 
The pow'rs above my vows ſhall hear, :.- 
Which time cannot remove; 


That I will conſtant be, my dear, 


Jo honor and to love. 


C. M. & SNG. 


SON G- 
THE LONG TROT. 
0 by Mr. Dibdin. 


TERE I was, my good 1 maſters, my name's Teddy 
Clinch, | 85 
My cattle are found, and I drives to an inch; 
From Hyde-Park to White-Chapel I well know the 
SOT | 
And many's the time I've took up and ſet d. wn : 
In ſhort, in the bills I'll be bound ſor't there's not 
A young youth who, like Teddy, can tip the long trot. 


Oh the notions of liſe that I ſee from my box, 
While fares of all kinds come about me in flocks; 
The lot, whom I drive home to {leep out the dav, 
The kind one, who plies for a fare at the p oy ; 
Or, your gents of the law, there, wh; tu: in a lot, 


To W eſtminſter- hall I oft tip the long trot. 


My coach receives all, like the gallows and ſea, 
So I touch but my fare you know all's one to me; 
The men ſ the gown, and the men of the ſword; 
A ma'am, or a gambler, a a rogue, or a lord: 
To wherever you're going, 1 well know the 1pot, 
And, dc you tip me a tizzy; Fl] tip the long trot. 


SONG, 


S O N G. 
Surg in the Maid of the Mit. 


HE fields were gay, 2 and ſweet the hay, 
The gypſies fat upon the graſs; 
Both lad and laſs by you were fed, 
"Twas all to cheat your filly laſs. 


When&er we met, with kifles ſweet, 
Foe ſpeeches ſoft you did impart; 


The hawthorn bulh ſhould make you bluſh, 
Tiras there you did betray my heart. 


5 : - — — I -. —— 

| 0 . 
THE TIN EER. 

Sung ly Mr. Dil din. 


TINKER I am, 
My name's natty Sam, 
From morn to night I trudge it: 
So low is my fate, 
My pertonal eſtate 
Lies all within this budgct. 


Work for the tinker, ho! good wives, 
For they are lads of mettle— 

"Twere well if you could mend your lives, 
As I can mend a kettle. 


2 


F 
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The man of war, 
J he man of the bar, 
Plyficians, prieſts, free- -thinkers, 
That rove up and down 
| Great London town, 
What are tlicy all but tinkers ? 
Work for the anker &c. 


Thoſe mons the great 
Who tinze: the {tate, 
And badger the minority, 
Pray what's the end. 
Of their work, my friend, 
But to rivet a good me jority ? 


Wor k for the —_— &c. 


This mends his name, 
That cobles his fame, 


That tinkers his reputation : 
And thus, had I time, 


I could prove in my rhyme, | 
Jolly tinkers * all the nation. 


Work for the tinker, &ec, 
8 G N G. 


Jer s REVENGE. 


| \ THEN lag from the ſtraits we had fairly eaſt | 


anchor, -... 
I went, bony Kitty to hail, 
With quintablcs ſtor'd, for our voyage was 2 ſpanker, 
And bran new was every ſail: 1 
| 8 But 


) 


aſt 


er; 
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But kite well enough how, with wo ds ſweet as honey, 
They trick us poor turs of ovr gald, 


And when the fly giplics have En ger 4 the money, 


The bag they give jvor Jack to hold. 


So] chas'd her, d'ye ſee, my lads under {alle colours, 
Swore my withes were all at 5 end, 

That ] ſported away © m V gg lookin ing dollars, 
And burrow'd my togs ©1 a friend: 

Oh! then had you ſcen her, no 1: nger my honey, 
"Twas varlet, audacious, and bold, 

Begone from my light, now you've ſpent all your 

money, 


For Kitty the bag you may hold. 


With that 1 took cut double bandfuls of ſhiners, 
And ſcornſu ly bid her good bye, 


Twould have done your heart good had you then ſcen 


her fine g irs, 
How ſhe'd lter, and ſhe'd 1: b, ind ſhe'd ich: 
But I ſtood well the broadſide u hile jewel and honey 
She call'd me, I put up the gold, 
And beoring auav, 2s I ſack'd all the money, 
Lelt tlie bag ſor Mam Kitty to hold. 


G3 --: ":-. WONG; 
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„„ 
S O N G. 
THE MELLOW TON © TORN 
Sung xg by Mr. Dit din. 


m grey ez d Aurora, in fire m array, 
Twixt my curtains in vain tock 4 pee a 
And though | broader and broader ti.! brię phten's the 


12 * 
2 7 9 


Nouglit cc 10 rouſe me, fo fund di 11 fleep 
At length roſy Phobns Jook'd full in Wy Views 

Full and fore aut, but nothing wo ull 1 
Till the dogs velpt impat ient, and ons 


* 


lor the chaſe, 

And ſhouting oppear'd the whole grew. 
Come on, voics honies—hark forward, my boys, 

There ne'er was ſo charming a morn, 
Follow, folio, wake echo, to ſhare in dur jays.— 

Now the muſic, now echo, 

Mark! niark! 
Hark! hark! 


The ſilver mouth'd 885 and the me!low-ton'd horn. 


Freſh a as that ſmiling morning from which they drew 
he alth, 
My componions are rang'd on the plain, 
B'eſt with r. iv c. mentment, thut nature's beſt wealth, 
Which monarchs aipire to in vain; 
Now ſpirits like fire every bof m invade, 
And now ue in order let out, 
While each neighbouring valley, rock, woodland and 
riade, | 
Re-vollics the air-ren ding ſhout. 
Come on, veics hontes, &c. 


And now in high glee to the board we repair, 
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Now Reynard $ unearth'd, and runs fairly in view, 
Now we've loſt him, 0 ſubtly he turns, 

But the ſcent lies ſo ſtrong, ſtill we fearleſs purſue, 
White each object impatiently burns: 

Hark! Babler gives tongue, and fleet Driver, and Sly, 
The fox now the covert forfakes ; 

Again he's in view, let us aiter him fly, 
Now, now to the river he takes. 
| Come on, yoics honics, Kc. 


From the river poor Reynard can make but one puſh, 
No longer fo proudly he flies, 
Tit d, j ded, worn out, we are cluſe to his bruſh, 
And cunquei'd, like Ca ſar, he dies: 


Where {at as we jovially quaff, 
His portion of merit let ev'ry man ſhare, 
And promote the convivial laugh, 
Come on, yoics n Kc. 


8S O * G. 
A SAILOR'S LIFE, 
"Tae by Mr. Diôdin. 


9 18 ſaid we vent'rcus die hards, when wa leave 
the inore, _ 
Our friends ſhould mourn, 
Leſt we return, 
To bleſs their ſight no wore: 
1 Rut 


55 


But this is all a notion 
Bold Jack can't underſtand, 
Some die upon the ocean, 
And ſome upon the land: 
Then ſince tis clear 

Howe'er we itcer, 

No man's life's under his command, 
Let tempeſts how, ü 
And biliows roll, | 

And dange r preſs: 

Of thoſe in ſpight there are ſome j joys 

____ Us jolly tars to bleſs, 

For Saturday night ſtill comes, my boys, 

Io drink to Poll and Beſs. 


One ſeaman hands the ſail, another heaves the log, 
DR The purſer ſwops 
Our pay for flops, 
The landlord ſcils us grog: 
Then cach man to his tation, 
Ti xeep lije's ſhip 1 in trim, 
What argufies neration? 
The 1eit is ell a whim; 
Cheeriv my bearts, 
Then play your parts, 
B: Idly r1eluiv'd. to fink or ſwim; | 
1 1 nuighty {urge | | | 
May run urge, 


And danger prels: 


Of thoſe in ſpight, &c. 


' For 
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For all the world's juſt like the ropes aboard a ſlap, 
Each man's rigg'd out, 
A veſlel ſtout, 
To take for liſe a trip: 
The ſhrouds, and ſtays, and braces, 
Are joys, and hopes, and fears, 
The holyards, ſheets, and traces, 
Still, as each paſſion veers; 
And whim prevails, 
Din 
As on the ſea of life he ſteers : 
Then let the ſtorm, 
Heav'ns face deiorm, 


And danger preſs: 


— — — — — 
„„ 
OUT OF TUNE, 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 
* THOUGHT we weree fiddle wy bow, 


So weli ve in concert kept time, 
But, to ſtrike vy a part ba ſe and low, 
With ut cither reaſon or rhime: 
What a natural was I fo ſoon 
With pleaſure to qu ver away; | 
Eor I'm humm'd, I think, now to ſ-me tune, 
She has left me the piper to pay, 


Of thoſe in ſpight, &c. 


I plainly petcelve ſhe's in glee, 
And thinks I alt be fuch a flat 
As to ſhake, but ihe's in a wreng key, 
For ſhe never {h- fl catch me at that: 
Whoe'er to the cruichets of 1.ve 
Lets his hea:t dance 2 jig in his. breaſt, 
Till a bar to his ha, }pinels Prove, 
And ihall ſurety ent ive him of zeſt. 


_ = 9 17 AK —— 


$0. NG. 


DERMOT. 
Sur by Mr. Dudn. 


8 Dermot toil'd one ſummer's day, 


Young Sbelah, as ihe lat belide him 


Fairly ſtole his pipe awav- 
Oh den to hear how the” d deride him: 

Where, poor Dermot, is it gor. e, 
You lily lily ode? 

They've left you nothing but the drone, 
And that's yuuriclt, you noodle, 


Beun bum b: EY role lon, 
Peer De: mot. s pipe is loſt and gone. 
And whit will the PO d 8 1 do? 


3 90 ” Im undone and more, 

Cry | Deririot— i will you 80 b 
Did not you ſtale my keart befor 
I; ;t you'd have a man run cxazy ! 


75 


Dn 


I've 


(435 -3 
I've nothing left me now to moan, 
My lily lily loodle; 


That uſed to cheer me ſo, is gone — 
Ah! Dermot, thou'rt a noodle, 


Beum bum boodle, loodle loo, 
My heart, an pipe, and peace are gone— 
What next will cruel Shelah do. 


But Shelah hearing Dermat vex 'd, 
Cry'd ihe, 'twas littie Cupid mov'd me, 
Ye fool, to fieal it out of tricks, 
Only to ice how much vou lov'd me: 
Come cheer thee, Dermot never moan, 
But take your lily loodle, 
And ſor the heart of you that's gone; 
Lou ſhall have mine, you noodle: 


Beum bum boodle, loodle loo, 
_ Shelah's to church with Dermot gone, 
Os And for the reſt—what's Gat to you, 


0 N . 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


DRINKING SONG. 


THAT arguhes pride and ambition? 
Soon or late death muſt take us in tow: 
Each bullet has got its com miſſion, 
And when our time's come we mult go: 


& 6 Then 


LOS 


Then drink and fing, hang pain and forrow, 
The halter was made for the neck, 
He that's now live and tuſty—to-mortow 


Perhaps may be ſtretch'd on the deck. 


There was little Tom Linſtock, of Dover, 
Got kill d, and leſt Polly in pain, 
Boll cry'd, but her grief was ſoon over, 


And then ſhe got married again. | 
Then drink, &c. 


Jack Junk was ill uſed by Bet Crocker, 

And fo took to guzzling the ſtuff, | 

Till he tumbled in old Davy's locker, 
And there he got liquor enough. 
Then drink, &c. 


For our prize- money then to the proctor, 
Take of joy while 'tis going our freak; 
For what argufes calling the doctor, 
When the anchor of life is apeak. | | 
Then drink, &c, 


— — —— ——— . — 
8s O N 8. 
NOTHING LIKE GROG, 
Stig by Mr. Libdin. 


Plague of thoſe muſty old lubhers, 
Who tell us to ſaſt and to think, 


And. patient fa'l in with life's rubbers, 
With nothing but water to driak: 


4 8 7 


A can of good ſtuff, had they twigg'd it, 
'T would have ſet them with pleaſure agog, 
And, ſpight of the rules, 
Of the ſchools, | 
The old fools _ 
Would all of 'em ſwigg'd it, 


And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


My father, when laſt I from Guinea 
Return'd with abundance of wealth, 
Cry'd Jack, never be ſuch a ninny 
To drink—faid I, father your health: 
So I ſhew'd him the ſtuff and he twigg'd 85 
And I ſet the old codger agos, 
And he ſwige d, and mother, 
And liſter, and Leather. 
And 1 fut igg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was — — like grog. 


T'other Fi as the chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him J curiouſly ſlunk, 


And while he our duty was racking, 


As how we ſhould never get drunk, 


] ſhew'd him the ſtuff, and he twigs d it, 


And it ſoon ſet his rev'rence agog, 


And he fwigeg'd, and Nick ſwigg d, 


And Ben ſwigg' d, and Dick ſwigg'd, 


And I ſwigg'd, and all of wy lwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


Then truſt me, there's nothing like drinking, 
So pleaſant on this ſide the grave; 
It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 

And makes &en more yaliant the brave: 


1 
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As for me, from the moment I twigg'd it, 


The good ſtuff has ſo ſet me agg, 
Sick er well, late grearly, 
Wind fouly or fairly, 
Helm a-lee or a-w cather, 
For hours together, 
I've conſtantiy ſwisg'd it, 


And, dani'me, there's nothing like grog. 


S ON 6. 
JACK RATLIN, 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


JR RATLIN was the ableſt feaman, 


None like him could hand, reef, and ſteer, 


No dangerous toil but he'd encounter, 
With Kill, and in contemp t ct fear: 
In fight 2 lion, the battle ended, 


Meek os the bleating lamb he'd prove: 


Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 
Yet did he ſigh, and ail for love. 


The ſens, the jeſt, the flowing liquor, 
Fur none ef theſe had Jock regard; 
He, while iis meſſmates were carouling, 
my litting on the pendant yard, 
Would think upon His tair-cnc's beauties, 
_ Swear never from fuch charms to rove, 
That truly-ve'd adore them living, 
And, dying, figh—to end his love, 


5 


The ſame expreſs the crew com nnde 
Once more to view their native land, 
Among the reſt, brought Jack tome tidings, 
V "ou it had been his love's fir hand? 
Oh! f:te!—her deith defac'd the letter, 
4 aint his pulle forget to move, 
With quiv'ring lips, and eves uplifted, 
He heav'd i ſigh, and dy 4 for love. 


> 0 N. 
THE CHASE. 
Suns by Mr. Dibdin. 


THEN tintiy gleams the doubtful day, 
Ere yet the dew drops on the thorn, 
Borrow a luſtre ſrum the rav, 
'Thot tips with gold the dancing corn, 
ealth bids aw Ae and home PNy, 
To him who gave augther morn: 


And, well with ſtrength his nerves to brace, 
| Urges the ſportiman to the chace. - 


Do we pu: ſue the timid hare, | 

As trembling o'er the lawn ſhe bounds ? 
Still of her ſafety have we care, 

Mhile feerning death her ſteps ſurrounds, 
We the d. ſenceleis creature ſpare, 

Aud inſtaut ſtop the well-tausht hounds. 


For cruclty ſhould ne'er diſgrace 
The well-earn'd plealure of the chace, 
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Do we purſue the ſubtle ſox, 

Still let him breaks and rivers try, 
Through marſhes wade, or climb the rocks, 

The deep mouth'd hounds ſhall following fly ; 
And while he ev ry danger mocks, 


Unpitied let the culprit die. 


To quell his cruel artſul race, 
Is labour worthy of the chace. 


Return'd, with ſhaggy ſpoils well ſtor'd, 
To our conviviai joys It night, 
We toaſt, and fr { our country's lord, 
Anxious ho moſt ſhall do him right: 
The fair next crowns the ſocial board, 
Britons {houid love as well as fight. 


For he ws ſlichts the tender race, 
Is held unavor thy of the chace 


8 N.. 
©CKTIS AND HODGE, | | 
Sung by Mr, Dlbdin. 
URTIS was old Hodze's wiſe, 


For vartue none was ever ſuch, 

She led ſo pure, ſo chaſte a life, 
Hodge ſaid, 'twas vartue over much»: 1 
For ſays fly ld Hodge, ſays he, - | 
Great talkers 42 the leaſt, d'pe lee; 


4 „ J: 


Curtis ſaid, if men were rude, 
She'd ſcratch their eyes out, tear their hair; 
Cry'd Hodge, I believe thou'rt wond'rous good, 
However let us nothing wear. 


For ſays, &c. 


One nicht ſhe dreamt a drunken fool, 
Be rude with her in {pight would fain ; 
She makes no more, but, with a joint ſtool, 


Falis on her hulband might and main. 
Still lays, &c. 


By that time fhe had broke his noſe, 
Hodge made ſhiſt to wake his wife; 
Dear Hedge, ſaid ſhe, judge by thoſe blows, 
TI prize my vartue as my life. 


Still ſays, &c. 


I dreamt a rude man on me fell— 
However, I his projet marr'd: 
Dear wiſe, cried Hedge, tis mighty well, 
But next time don't hit ne o hard. 
Por ſays, &c. 


At break dav Hodge naked a Nile, 
Near io held of new-mown hay, 
And ſaw, and cue ſt his ſtars the while, 
Curtis and Nuinps in amorous play.“ 
Wasn't I right, ſays Hoge, fays he? 
Great talkers do the leaſt, d'ye ſee. 


SONG. 


1311 


. 
INDIFFERENCE, 


Sung by Mr, Bite. 


"JIE world's a ſtrange world, child; it muſt be 
conteſt, 
e All of di rel have our -thave, 


5 Ki Ann i mw ſtrugsle to live with the reſt, 


By my tre ti tis no great matter where: 
We all nuſt put up with what fortune has ſent, 
be therefore wnc's lot poor or rich, 
So there is but a p ri1on of eaſe and content, 
By my troth tis no great matter which. 


Alliving's a living, and ſo there's an end; 

If one honeſtly gets juſt enough, 

And ſomething toſpg re for the wants of a friend, 
By my trotli tis no great matter hw: 

In this worid about nothing we buiy appear, 
And, I've 1:id .t again and again, 

Since quit it one mult, if one's conſcience is clear, 
By my troth tis no great matter when. 


SONG. 
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8 0 N 6. 
THE LING'KING PANGS OF HOPELESS LOVE, 
Sung by Mr. Helix. 


E ling'ring pangs of hopcleſs love, 
3 Condemn'd unpitied to endure, 
Ah! hapleſs fate, by flight 1 Qrove, 
To looth the pain I cuuld not cure. 


Ceaſe, ocean, ceaſe thy angry ſtriſe, 
Or here thy whelming billows pour; 

] aſk but this, 6h! take mi lite, | 
Or bear me to ſome diſtant ſhore. 


- 


— — — 


8 0 0 
I CAN'T TELL WHAT TO THINE ON'T, 
Sung at the Apollo Gardens. 


TRA Jockey calls me his delight, 
And vows he loo's me dearly, 
He ſys my en like ſtars are bright, 
And woos me late and early: 
But when he beckens to the glen, 
AZ] ſtand on the brink on't, 
Ms heart it beats, a truly then, 
] can't tell what to think on't. 


Then 
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Then he is na 2 filly loon, 
But bouny gay and witty, 

Yet he may change as does tke mo ny 
And that would be a pity: 

For I muſt own I loo him well, 
| It falſe J ſure ſ:uld fink on't; 
The truth, ve lafles, T muſt tell, 
1 don't know what to think c't. 


I met wi Willy t'other div, 
Who lock'd fo ſnug and neatly, 
And ſocn began his pipe to play, 
Ihen ſang to me moſt ſweetly ; 
Young Jockey chanced to paſs by, 
And glcomy ſcem'd to blink on't ; 
I ken he had a jealous eye, 
He knew not what to think on't. 


Yet I'll na more torment the led, 
Tf honor is his meaning 
T'll ſoon conſent to make him glad, 
And to his wiſh be leaning: 

To kirk if he {hui aſk to go, 
I ſurely kind ui! blink ot; 
For then I certainly an know, 
Right truly what tv think on't. 


"SONG. 


* 
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— 
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8 N . 
WILLIAM AND ANNA. 


Written by Mis Seward. 


\ AKE and fins when wint'rv winds, 


Are howling loud upan the lea; 
And louder gates my fancy finds, 
For V illiam on the foaming fea: 
But, calming ſoon the pictur'd orm, 
Sweet hopes into my boſom creep, 


And tell, me, ſummer breezes warm, 


Shall waſt him ſafely o'er the deep. 


Four years on India's ſultry coaſt, 


Has war's rude voice my love detain'd, 


While here, to ev'ry pleaſure loſt, 
His Anna's languid form remain'd : 
And oer the ſeep rock ſtill th lean, 

And eager watch the gliding fail, 
That languid form is duly ſeen, 
At ruddy morn and evening pale. 


But, ah! no handkerchief I 1 
Steam from the deck it crimſon dye! 
Dear ſignal- wanting thee, the bark 
Is hail'd by many a maurnſul figh: 
Its ſhouts diſcordant ſeem to me, 
Loud echoing er the ſtony pier; 
Since William's face I cannot ſee, 


Since William's voice I cannot hear. 


SONG. 
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8 O N G. 


THE STRKEZMLETs 


Sung in the oodman. 


HE dient thut Gow d round her cot, 
All we charms 0! my F.mily knew; 

How oft has ic curſe forgot, 
While it paus'd her dz; image to view. 


Believe me, tlie {ond Elver tide, 

From whence it deriv'd the fair prize; 
For ſilentlu ſwelling with pride, | 

It reflected her back to the {kies. 


' 8 O N 8. 
THE LA D 1S PRETTY. 
Si: by Mrs. Jordan. 


N fimmer time hen aw is gay, 
Ard: obs wi! a grace, 

1 gladly ken the lan ins plav, 
"As rcund thi me: | 1 trace: 
Then Jockey tu es h pipe wi glee, 
And finss fo blith 2 ditty, 

I ane he's pleaſiug uto me, 
For troth the Iad is . 


His 


% ˙ 


His face is ruddy as the morn, 
And gowden 1s his hair; 

Good nature daes his mind adorn, 
And canty is his air: 

I loo him well I need muſt ane, 
He is {ae blithe and witty; 

But vet I mun a tell him ſane, 


Although he is ſae pretty. 


For when lads ken we laſſes like, 
The--"llt y an artful tale, 
To gain their ends is aw belike, 
I once they con prevail: 
To leave us then is their lelight, 
Without ne grain of pity ; 
Sa I mun keep my min 4 outrizht, 


Although the lad 1 is pretty. 


| Na mickle he's of worldly gear, 
He did to me confeſs; 

If he is true J dinna care, 
Indeed if it ere leſs: 

To kirk if he will zn i me, 
I then will {hew him pity; 
And happy I with him ſhall be, 
For truth the lad is pretty, 
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; | 8 O N G. 

5 HARRY IS THE LAD FOR ME, 
"8 

! : Sung at the Apollo Gardens. 


F ARRY is a charming lad, 


} Nc'er too modeſt or too bold; 
| 4 Sure the girls are for him mad, 

be But his heart {ſecure I hold: 

| Let me wander where I will, | 
f Ever near he's ſure to be; 
I Tho? I chide 1 love him till, 

TROTY is the lad for me. 


Tf we chance to meet alone, 

I; How he ſighs and how he ſpeaks ; 

Love pervades each magic tone, | 
__ Guides his tongue and glows his cheeks: 1 
Ev'ry ſenſe partakes of bliſs, i I 

All is joy and extaſy; | 
Then he does fo ſweetly kiſs, 

Oy 1s the lad for me. 


4 | Ere we partcd 1 eve. 
Fr What d've think the creature aid ? | 2 
1 Nousht but this, if you'll believe, Zh 
þ Wou'd I, wou'd 1, wou'd I, wed ? 
A No, ſaid I, I won't indeed, | 
> But you ſhall, indeed, ſays he; 
| Well it ſurely 1s decreed, 
Harry 1s the lad for me. 


1 SONG. 
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$0N 6. 


CAN OF GROG. 


Sung by Mr. Dudu. 


LE up the ſhrouds the ſailor Toes, 
Or ventures on the yard, 
The landſman who no better knows, 
Believes his lot is hard: 
Bold Jack with ſmiles each danger meets, 
Caſts anchor, heaves the log, - 
Trims all the ſails, belays the ſheets, 
And drinks his can of grog. = 


When mountains "hich the waves ; that ſwell, 
The veſſel rudely bear, 
Now finking in a hollow gel, 

Now quiv'ring in the air: 


old Jack, Kc. 


When waves 'rainſt rocks and quickfands roar, 
You ne'er hear him repine ; | 
Freezing near Greenland's Icy ſhore, 
Or burning near the line: Rives 
Bold Jack, &c. 


If to engage they give the word, 
To quarters all repair, 
wi hile {plinter'd maſts go by the board, 


And ſhot {ing thro” the air. 
| : Bold Jack, xc. 
C. M. H | 
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S Oo N 6. 
| THE KIND HONEST HEART OF A TAR, 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 
V though I've no fortune to offer, 


I've ſomething to put on a par ; 
Come then, and accept of my offer, 
Tis the kind honeſt heart of a tar. 


Ne'er let ſuch a trifle as this is, 
Girls, be to your pleaſure a bar, 
You'll be rich, tho“ *tis only in kiſſes, 
With the kind honeſt heart of a tar. 


Beſides, I am none of your ninnies, 


The next time I come from afar; 


III give you a lap full of guineas, 


With the kind honeſt heart of a tar. 


Your lords, with their fine baby ſaces, 
That ſtrut in a garter and ſtar, | 

Have they, under their tambour and laces, 
The kind honeſt heart of a tar. 


I've this here to ſay, now, and mind it, 
If love, that no hazard can mar, 
You are ſeeking, you'll certainly find it, 

In the kind honeſt heart of atar. 


35 


Fo 5 0 N 6. 


kuE JEALOUS LOVER, 


HE jealous lover's pangs are poignant, 
When ſuſpicion haunts his breaſt ; 
Not one gleam of hope benignant, 
Lulls his ſoul, when robb'd of reſt. 

To ev'ry joy his heart's a ſtranger, 

| When his rival he deſcries ; 

Fill d with rage he meets the danger, 
Tom with horror fires and dies. 

, 


S 0 NG. 
BRIDEWELL'S WELCOME. 


Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


FE ſcamps, ye pads, ye divers, and al upon the 


— la ay, 
In Tothill-Fields gay ſheep-walk, like lambs ye ſport 
and play, 
Ratt'ling up your darbies, come hither at my call, 
I'm jigger dubber here, and you're welcome to min. 
doll, 


With my tow row, Nec. 
112 > i: 


Wo —— 
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BY 


At your inſurance-office the flats you've taken in, 


The game you've play'd my kiddy, you're always ſure 


to win; 


| Firſt you wh the ſhiners—the number up—you 


break, 
With you re inſuring policy, I'd not inſure your neck. 
Vith my tow row, &c. 


The French, with trotters nimble, could fly from 
Engliſh blows, 

And they” ve got nimble daddles, as Monſieur plainly 
mens; 
Be thus the foes of Britain bang d, ay, thump away, 
Monſieur, 


5 The mp you're beating now, will make you ſ olitaire. 


With my tow row, &c. 


My peepers! who've we here now, r, why this is fuze 


Black Mcll, 


My Ma'am you're of the fair ſex, ſo welcome to Mill 


Doll ; 
The cull with you, who'd venture into a ſnoozing ken, | 


Like Blackamoor Othello, {hould put out the light and | 


then | 
With * tow row, &c. 


1 think, my | faſhy coachman, that you'll take better) 
| care, | 
Not for a little bub come the ſlang upon your fare; | 
Your j jazy pays the garniſh, unleſs the ſees you tip, 
Tho' you're a flaſhy coachman, here the gagger hol 
the whip, 
* ith my tow row, & 


ng 
s ſure 


—you 


neck. 
v, &c. 


from 
plainly 
ed 


litaire. 
W, &c. 


15 ſuze 


to Mill 


ng ken, | 
bt and 


ow, ke. 


e better 


1 bare; 
u tip, 


er holds 
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CHORUS. 


We' re ſcamps, we're pads, we're divers, we're all upon 


the lay, 

In Tothill-Fields gay ſheep-walk, like lambs we ſport 
and play; 
Ratt'ling up our darbies, we re bither at your call, 
You are jigger dubber _ —_— we're forc'd for to 
| mill doll 


| Tow row, R. 


| 3 0 N 6. 
TOM BOWLING, 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 
ERE, a tw hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling, 


The darling of our crew ; 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 
For death has brought him to: 
His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 
His heart was kind and ſoft ; 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
But now he's gone aloft. 


Your i never from his word d eparted, 
His virtues were ſo rare, 
His friends were many, and true hearted, _ 
His Poll was kind and fair: 
And then he'd ting ſo blithe and jolly, 
| Ah! many's the time and oft ; 
But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 
For Tom 1 is gone aloft. 
| 1 'H 


] 


Yet 


ow, N 


— — — — — "ac 


( 150 ) 
Vet ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant wether; 

When he who all commands | 
Shall give, to call life's crew together, 

The word to pipe a!l hands: 
Thus death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 
In vain Tom's liſe has doff'd; 

For, thouch his bodv's under hatches, 
His 1oul is gone aloft, 


S O NG. 
PRETTY MAID HOW D'YE DO. 
Sung at tha Appollo Gardens. 


7 OWN that v. dung Colin he met me one day, 
And ſaid that my beauty was bright; 


That my eyes were as cheering as ſunſhine i in day, | 


And as lucid as ſtors in the night: 
My heart how it flutter'd, 1 know not for why, 
As we tript o'er the meadows i in view; 
And Iwas well pleas'd, I can never deny, 


When he ſaid, pretty maid, how d' ye do. 


To the 8 ſhade then he led me along 
While gently he preſt my ſoft hand; 
 Heſung—andI own I was pleas'd with his ſong, 
„Por rod humour I found to expand: 
He gave me a civil ſalute I muſt own, 

Such a one I before never knew ; 
My heart heav'd again, and again it ſunk down; 
| When he faid, pretty maid, how d'ye do. 


| Then 


(in ) 


Then we toy'd awd we prattled awhile in the grove, 


(From trifles great matters begin) 
For at firſt I declare I ne'er thought about love, 
Yet wedlock cannot be a fin: | 
To the church, as by honor directed, we went, 
With virtue intent to purſue ; 
And now ev'ry moment with peace and content, 
He ſays, pretty . how a ye do. 


$0 N G. 
| Jo9LLY TAR, 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


SAIL'D from the Downs in the Nancy, 
My jib, how ſhe ſmack'd thro' the breeze; 
She's a vellel as tight, to my fancy, _ 
As ever ſaii'd on the ſalt ſeas: _ 
So adieu to the white cliffs of Britain, 
O.ur girls, and our dear native ſhore, 
For if ſome hard rock we ſhould ſplit on, 
We ſhall never ice them any more. 


But ſailors were born for all weathers, 

Great guns, let it blow high, blow low, 
Our duty keeps us to our tethers, 

And where the gale drives we muſt go. 


H4 
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When we enter'd the gut of Gibraltar, 
I verily thought ſhe'd have ſunk, 
For the wind ſo began for to alter, 
She yaw'd juſt as thof ſne was drunk: 
The ſquall tore the mainſail to ſhivers, 
Helm- a-weather, the hoarſe boatſwain cries, 
Brace the fore-ſail athwart, ſee! ſhe quivers, 
As before the rough tempeſt ſhe flies. 
| But ſailors, &c. 


The ſtorm came on thicker and faſter, 

As black juſt as pitch was the ſky, 
When truly a doleful diſaſter, 

Beſel three poor ſailors and I: 

Ben Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handfail, 
By a blaſt that came furious and hard, 

Juſt "ahile we furling the mainſail, 
Were — ew ry ſoul from the yard, 

— lajlors, ke. 


- Poor Sam, Ben, and Dick, ery'd peccavi 

As for I, at the riſk of my neck, 

_ While they ſunk down in peace to old Davy, 

Caught a rope, and ſo landed on deck: 
Well what would you have—we were ſtrandcd, 

And out of a fine jolly crew 

Of three hundred that ſailed, never landed. 

But 1 and I think twenty t. 5 

But ſailors, &c. 


After 
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After thus we at ſea had miſcarried, 
Another-gueſs way ſat the wind, 
For to England I came and got married, 
Io a laſs that was comely and kind: 
| But whether for joy or vexation 
| We know not for what we are born, 
Perhaps I may find a kind ſation, 
ML I maay touch at Cape Horn. 
But * * 


| BONNY CHARLEY. 
Sung at Vaal 


| DEARLY do! love to rove 
Among the fields of barley, 
Twas there that Charley teld his love, 
I be blithe the winſome Charley: 
Then he ſo ſu'd, and he ſo woo'd, 
And marriage was the parley, 
What could I do but buckle too, 
With bonny bonny Charley. 


| 0 my bonny bonny boy, 
| My bonny bonny Charley ; 
O my bonny bonny boy, 
My bonny bonny Charley. 


Hs 


1 
T ken the laſſes rue the day, 
I fought the fields of barley ; 
And ſtrive to win from me away, 
The heart of winſome Charley: 
But ah! how vain, they canna gain 
His love, by all their parlev ; 
And now they ſee he woos but me, 
My b=nny bonny Charley. 


O my bonny, &c. 


O ilka bleſſing on the laird, 
That owns the fields of barley ; 
And ken T him alone regard, 

For he is winſome Charley: 1 | 
The gentle youth, with pureſt truth, 

So wo: s me late and early; 
5 can't withſtand, to give my hand, 

To bunny bonny Charley. 


O my bonny, &c, | 


S O N G. 
BEN BACKSTAY. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. | | | ; 


EN B- ckſta v lov 0 the gentle Anna, | 
_ Conſtant as purity was ſhe; e | 
Her honey words like ſucc'ring manna, 
Cheer'd him each voyage he made to ſea . 
4 . One 


One fatal morning ſaw them parting, | 
While each the "other s ſorrow drv'd; 

They, by the tear that then was ſtarting, 
Vow'd to be conſtant till they died. 


At diſtance from his Anna's beauty, 
While howling winds the {ky deform, 
Ben ſighs, and well performs his duty, 
And braves for love the frightful ſtorm: 
Alas! in vain! the veſlel batier'd, 
On a rock ſplitting, open'd wide, 
While lacerated, torn and ſ{hatter'd 
Ben thought of Anna, figh'd and dy'd. 


The ſemblance of each charming feature, 
That Ben had wern around his neck, 
Where art ſtood ſubſtitute for nature, 

A tar, his friend, ſav'd from the wreck: 
In ſervent hope, while Anna burning, 


Bluih'd as the wiſh'd to be a bride; 


The portrait came, joy turn'd to mourning, 


She ws grew pale, ſunk down and dy'd. 


eee — —— — 
8 0 N . 
EMMA. 


HE thiſtle-downi floats o'er the mead, 
The foilage begins to decay; | 
The year, tho to Autumn decreed, 
15 bleſt with a beautiful day: 
H 6 
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[ A beautiful day—and the rill. | 
| In whiſpers ſteals gently along, 


| My mind with reflection to fill, 


My walk in the vale to prolong. 


Does nature now ſink in repoſe ? 
To Autumn reſign all her ſtore ? 

My Emma, the tints of the roſe, 
Will vaniſh and ſoon be no more: 
But when thy ſweet Spring ſhall depart, 

Thy ſummer to Autumn give way, 
The manifeſt charms of thy heart 
Shal! WN and cheer up the 282 


No winter of age ſhall you know, | 
Tho' beauty and health are refign'd; 
The bleſſings of merit that flow, 
To life's lateſt «bb ſhall you find: 
The fruit of fair virtue we lee, 
That no changes of ſeaſon annoy ; 
The fruit is perennial in thee, 
O Emma, my pride and my joy. 


s ON G- 


RURAL HAPPINESS. 
By T. H. 


HEN ſummer gay begins to ſhine, 
And fruits and flow'rs together twine, 
We happy ſhepherds tend our flocks, 
On valleys low, or ſteepy rocks; 
In diſtant folds our laſſes ſtray, 
With looks that ſay, come, haſte away. 
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When winter with her chilling hand, 
Spreads her black train around our land, 
We happy ſhepherds, foe to ſtrife, 

In humble cottage paſs our life: 

When the blaſt blows and nicht prevails, 


| We talk of love and CEE tales, 


$:0.N 8. 
LET US SUPPOSE IT THE FIRST OF MAY. 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


| DLV us ſuppoſe it the firſt of May, 


And then that the nymphs two and two, 
So neat, ſo trim, and gay, 
With garlands of various hue; 
In proceſſion advancing, 
To minſtrels dancing, 


Lead of youths a feſtive crew, 


Who, at reſt from their labours, 
With pipes and with tabors 
To join in their ſports dance and play; 
While the old ones appear, 
To bring up the rear, 
| Singing _—_; who but they. 


SONG. 
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| NE EK RECKON CHICKENS BEFORE THEY'RE HATCH'D. 


Sung by Mr. Dim. 


(Fi man.) 


VE oftentimes heard my grandma ther ſay, 

That we're more like to fall the higher we climb; 

Then ſince things have turn'd out in this here lame 
way, 

If T was you, Joe, I'd be wiſer next time: 

And ſince all is not gold that glitters, take care, 

No more in ſo flender a net to be catch'd; 

Nor to value the caſtle that's built in the air, | 

Nor to reckon your chickens beſore they are hatch'd. 


Petatbe Woman.) 


J ſay, Joe, hs it a cant figure you cut, 
Why, ſome how or other vou're in the wrong box ; 
Quite queer'd in a minute—Lord, how you did ſtrut, 
When you talk'd of your turkies, your hens and 
| your cocks ; 
And now not a word well, what wou'd you ſay, 
It I with my little your bad fortunes patch'd ; 
Would you promiſe me never again from this day, 
To reckon your chickens before they are hatch d. 


(Egg 


( 159 ). 
(Egg Man.) 


With the greateſt of pleaſure, ſo give us thy hand, 
From this time hence forward I'll prize a low ſtate; 
For though we've no titles, no houſes or lands, 
We've none of the troubles that fellow the great: 
As for Sukey, bv ſhe I have done very bad, 
But my couſin, Jack Ratling, with her ſhall 10 
match d:; 
I know that he loves her, and Jack is a lad © 
That ne'er reckons his chickens before they are 
hatch' d. 


8 0 N . 


HARK! THE BELLS ARE RINGING» 
Sung by Mr. Diòdin. 


ARK! the bells are a ringing, 

| 5 The ſweet carols finging, 

The wedding now paſſes, 

The lads and the laſſes, 

All trim and all neat, 

Lightly trip with their feet, 

And join the briſk prancers, 

Of quick morris dancers 
Our 'ſquire's to be married to-day. 
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The lark mounting high, 
Now reaches the &, 
And joins in the muſical lay; 
Now ſwelling each note, 
And warbling her throat, 
With the village is joyful and gay. 


THE FAITHFUL NYMPH, 


EE by 8 Seward. 


That thunders o'er the troubled main? 


Fox my 5 the cannon's ire, 


Acap'd my love the fever's fire, 

That burns ſo fierce on India's plains? 
That face grows wan by ſultry clime, 
Buy watching, dim, thoſe radiant eyes; 
But love diſdains the rage of time, 


'Tho' youth decays, tho' beauty flies. 


O! if he has, I can reſign 
With ſcarce a ſigh the blooming grace, 
That in his form was wont to ſhine; 
That made ſo fair his youthful face: 
An honeſt heart is all to me, 
Nor ſoil nor time makes that look old: 2 
And dearer ſhall the jewel be, 


Than youth or beauty, fame or gold. 


SON 


22 | 
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Tur GONDOLIER. 


1 * 


| OON as the buſy day i is 0'er, | 
5 And evening cames with pleaſant ſhade, 
We gondoliers, from ſhore to ſhore, ES 
Merrily ply our jovial trade. 


And while the moon ſhines on the ſtream, 

And as ſoft muſic breathes around, 

The feathering oar returns the gleam, | 
And dips in concert to the ſound, 


* by ſome convent's vie walls 
Oſt' we hear the enamour'd youth 
Softly the watchful fair he calls, | 
Who e vous of love and truth. 
ä And while the moon, ks, | 


And oft” 1 the Rialto "0 | 
With happier pairs we circle round, 
Whoſe ſecret fighs fond echo tells, 
Whole murmur'd vows ſhe bids reſound. 
And while the moon, 18. 


Then j joys the youth, that love DES 'd, 
That fearful love muſt own its fighs; 
Then ſmiles the maid to hear reveal'd, 
How more than ever ſhe complies. 
And while the moon, &c. 


( 152 
OLD CHAIRS TO MEND, 


Sung by Mr. Dibuin. 


Each toils in his voac2tion— 

One man tinkers up the ſtate,, 
Another mends the nation: 

Your parſons preach to meiid the heart, 
They cobbie heads at College; 

Phyliciaus patch with terms of art, 
And latin, want kn wlelce, 

But nuve f r f rait cn more contend 

Than 0 

Who 

| Old chairs to — 


Your lawyers tools are Hanes and pleas 

They manners mend by dancing; 

Wigs are patches fur devrees— _ 
And lovers ule romancins :; _ 

Fortunes are mended up and made, 
Too frequently with places; _ 

With rouge, when their complexions fade, 
Some ladies mend their faces. 

But none for praiſe can more contend 
| Than I, | 

Who cry. 


Old chairs to mend. 


IKE mine, to-botch is each man's fate, 


SONG. 


( 163 ) 
S Oo N G. 
WE BE DE MERRY SAVOYARD. 


Sung in the Pifture Faris. 


E be de merry Savoyard, 
B rn on the alpy mountain head, 
But as we fourd the living hard, 
We come to de France t - vet de bread; 
De 1-1ng, e dance be our reward, | 
We be de merry ſavoyard. 


We be de merry ſavoy child, 
By e want and hunger led; 
Born in de alpy mountain wild, 
Come to de France to get de bread: 
De ſong, de dance be our reward, 
We be de merry ſavoyard. 


s ON. 
DONALD, TY YOUNG HIGHLAND LAD, - 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
KEN that Will's a bonny youth, 


And often drives the laſſies mad; 
But canna woo its muckle truth, 


Like Donald the young highland lad, 


Then 
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F Then Donald is a ſoldier too, 
And looks ſae braw in tartan plaid; 
O ne'er a laddy eier can woo, 

Like Donald, the young highland lad. 


Ill gang to war—like 
| And kill the man that aims a dart. 
At Donald, the young highland lad. 


And e're with fic a lover 2 
nald clad, 


J dinna care what fowks may ſay, 
II haſt to kirk wi' ſpirit glad, | 
Then o'er the graſſy mountains ſtray, 
Wi' Donald, the young highland lad. 


SECOND ODE OF SAPPHO. 


Sung at Freemaſons'-Hall, 


LEST as th' immortal gods is he, 
D The youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 


"T'was this depriv'd my ſoul of reſt, 

And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt, ; 
For while I gaz'd in tranſport toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. 
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My boſom glow'd a ſubtle flame, 
Ran quick thro' all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horror thrill'd ; 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 

I fainted, ſunk, and died away. 


s 0 N G. 


J | THINK T LL VENTURE To SURMISE. 


Sung 5 Mrs. Bland and Mr. 22 ; 


THINK Fl venture to Cura, 
I know who'll ſpeak the firſt, 
You think no doubt you're wond'rous wile 
Before 1 ſpeak FI burſt, 
Depend on't you will have the worſt: 
Can you your tongue keep in ? 
Yes, when ſhall we begin ? 
When I hold up my thumb, 
Agreed, agreed, 
| Now take heed, 
Mum, mum, mum, mum, mum. 


| $ONG. 


( 1'6 ) 
$-0- N . 
THE PLAYTHINGS OF LIFE. 
Lang by Mrs. Wri gen. 


LL men are mere children, all women the ſame, 
Who, increaſing in years get a different name; 
But Rill the purſuit of each great girl or boy, 
Is after ſome pretty fantaſtic new toy, 


Which, when firſt obtain'd, for a moment they prize, 


Yet the next they deſtroy, or neglect, or deſpiſe; 


While the world's one large nurs'ry of envy and ſtrife, 
Where the * contend ſor the ee of life, 


What more e than mere wank tho' of ſuch high renown, 


Are the biſhop's lawn fleeves or the judge's fur'd gown? 


| What coronets, mitres, wigs, patches, or wands, 


What ribbands, or medals, caps, ta ſſels, and bands? 
What all tinſel of ſtate, jewels, garters and ſtrings, 
Which kings can beſtow, and which deck even kings? 
Yet theſe are the baubles that generate ſtrife, 

Among children who . for the playthings of life! 


Hark! mortals, your paſſions for gew-gaws repr eſs, 

To few be attach'd, nor thoſe to exceſs ; 

For exceſs will to evil convey ev'ry good, 

Your joy turn to anguiſh, to poiſon your food : 

While the choice, made with prudence, by prudence 
confin'd, 


Bids the body ſeel bliſs, without paining the mind ; 
And thus wife to huſband, and huſband to wife, 
Prove the beſt and moſt permanent playthings of liſe. 


SONG. 


( 167 ) 
s O N . 


SHEEP-SHEARING, 


Sung in the Winter's Tale. 


ME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we 


| | alk {hear, 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear; 


The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free, 
And who are fo guiltlels, ſo happy as we? 


Me horbour no paſſions by luxury taught, 
We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught ; 
What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led, 

But we as the children of nature are bred— 

By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt ; 

For the roſes will bloom, When there's peace in the breaſt, 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread, 
Our roofs are too low for ſo loſty a head; 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our * 
They ſmile with the ſimple and ſeed with the poor. 


When love has poſſeſs d us, that love we reveal, 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to hne folk te deceive and betray. 


SONG. 
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S ON G. 1 


MAD MARV. 


ARD beats the rain, and bleak blows the wind, 
Cold is my heart, oppreſt by deſpair; 
Let for each blaſt I've a ſigh you ſhall find, 
And ev'ry drop Fl repay with a tear, 


Henry hon baniſh'd content from my ; breaſt, 
Pityleſs leaves me to wander alone; 

Ah! cruel ſhepherd, how can'ſt thou moleſt, 
The peace of a maiden whoſe heart was thy own. 


Once on a time when love was unknown, 
| Where was the damſel ſo happy as 1? ET 
| But Henry deceiv'd, and contentment is flown, * 


| Sighs fill my boſum and — my eye. 


1 had twiſted a garland and ſent to my love, 

Fair were the flowers and dropping with dew ; 

Mark well the iſſue, ye maids of the grove, E 

Th' flow'rs ſtill were kreſh when tlie iwain prov 4 
_ untrue, 


fl | Wreanth'd round my brow appears the fad willow, 
15 One ſprig of cypreſs ] wea at my breaſt; 

8 Some friendly turf I will ſeek for my pillow, 
| There lay my forruws for ever to 1cſt. 


SONG. 


THE NEGLECTED TARS, 3 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 3 
SING the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe, | .. = 
A theme renown'd in ſtory; , we, 
It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays, E 
Oh! tis your boaſt and: glory: = 
When mad-brain'd war ſpreads death vial 9 
By them you are protected: __ 
But when in peace the nation's found, — 
Theſe bulwarks are neglected. 
Then, oh! wrote the hardy tar, * 
Be mindful of his merit; 1 
And when again you're plung d in war, 5 
He'll ſhew his — ſpirit. _ 
2. 
When thickeſt darkneſs covers all, ._ __ = 
Far on the trackleſs ocean; | 2 
When lightning darts and thunders roll, . — 


And all is wild commotion : 


When on the bark the white copp'd waves, 1 

With boift'rons ſweep are rolling; 

Yet coolly ſtill the whole he braves, " 
Untam d amidſt the howling. | 

Then oh! prote, &c.. } 

When deep immers A in ſulph'rous ſmoke, | . * 
le feels a glowing pleaſure; 40 3 


He loads his gun, or cracks his joke, 


Elated beyond meaſure: _ 
I T bo' 


( 1750 ) 75 


Tho- fore and aft the blood-ſtain'd deck, 
Should lifeleſs trunks appear; 4 
Or ſhould the veſſel float a wreck, 


Then, ob: protect, kes 
When long becalm on ſouthern brine, n 


The ſailor knows no fear. 


Where ſcorching beams aſſail him; 


When all the canvas hangs ſupine, 


And food and water fail him: 


£8 Then oft he dreams of Britain's ſhore, 


Where plenty {till is reigning ; 


They call the watch —his rapture's o'er 


He — ſcorns complaining. 
| Then oh! . Kc. 


Or burning on that noxious conſt, 


Where death fo oft* befriends bien: 


8 Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland's froſt, 


True courage ſtill attends him: 


No clime can this eradicate, 


He glories in annoyance ; 


Ile fearleſs braves the ſtorm of fate, 


And bids grim death defiance. 
Tuben oh! protect, Kee, 


Why ſhould the man who knows no ſear, 
In peace be then negleted? 7 
Behold him moving long the pier, 
Pale, meagre, and dejected: 
Behold him begging for employ, 
Behold him diſregarded ; 


Then view the anguiſh in his eye, 


And tay, are ars rewarded ? 


Then oh! protect, &c, 


To them your deareſt rights yau owe, 
/ In peace then would you ſtarve them? 
/ What ſay ye, Britain's fons ?—Oh! no; 
| Protect them, and preſerve them: 
Shield them from poverty and pn, 
Tis policy to do it; 
Or when grim war ſhall come again, 
Oh! Britons, you may rue it. 


Then oh! nh. is 
F | : | 
4 . 
1 3 
2 3 TATTLE, f 


— 
1 
1 
we . 


Sung by Mrs, Webb. 


— of : , 


OUNG women ſhould ſhun tittle tattle; 
Like ſun dials never ſhould prattle; 
Juſt tell what they're aſk'd and be ſtyl: 
=, But girls are ſo idle, 
1 Their tongue they won't bridle, 
- 85 gallop it goes like the clack of a mill. 


We gentry you never hear rattle, 
Like furies engag'd in a battle, | 
: Of _— we ſoon have our fill; 
4 But girls are ſo idle, &e 


6 SONG. 


1 EET OE OTIS 
1 p 2 A”. « —— . 


5 * grand ummun bon SA bumper of wine. 


: To the coward a n it ne'er fails to impart, 
And opens the lock of a miſerly heart, l 


Y + Ocerlife's rugged highway agreeably roll; 


®” The grand ſummum bonum's a bumper of winc. 


"Tis the balſam ſpecific, that heals ev'ry ſore, 
The oft'ner we taſte it, we love it the more; 
Then he who true happineſs ſeeks to attain, 


h The grand ſummum bonum s a bumper of wine. 


SON S. 
THE SUMMUM BONUM. 


— IVE me wine, roſy wine, that foe to deſpair, 
F Whoſe magical power can baniſh all care; 


Of friendſhip the parent, compoſer of ſtrife, 
The ſoother of ſorrow, and bleſſing of life: | 1 
The ſchools about happineſs warmly diſpute, | 


And weary the ſenſe of the phantom purſuit ; | j 
In ſpite of their maxims, I dare to define, — Y 


While thus we carouſe it, the wheels of the ſoul, 


Each thinks of his charmer, who never can cloy TH 
And fancy rides poſt to the regions of joy: | 
In ſpite of dull maxims, I dare to define 


— — 


With ſpirit, the full flowing bumper muſt drain: 
And he who the court of fair Venus would know, 
Undaunted, thro' Bacchus's vineyard muſt go: 

In ſpite of dull maxims, I dare to define, | . 


INDEX. 


* p 4... 
I I 1 


A. 

A MISER bid to have and hold me — 

A ſaulor's life's a life of.woe — — 3 
As down the cowſlip dale I firay'd — 

| A tinker am — 8 
As Der mot toil'd one ſummer's day — 

d A plague of thoſe muſty old lubbers — 
All men are mere children, all women as Jane 
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| Blow, blow.thou ſummer's breeze 8 
| Be it known to all thoſe whoſoe'er it regards 
Bring me flow'rs, and bring me wine — | 
Behold the fairies jocund band — — 
__ OX buſk es my bonie bonie bride —— 
K e 


INDEX. 4 


Bright Phabushas mounted the chariot of lay — 
Bra Fockey calls me his delight — 
Ben Backſtay lov'd the gentle Inna — — 
Bleſt as th' immortal gods is he — — 


CG: 


Chive, by that borrow'd kiſs — — — 89 
Curtis was old Hodge's wife — — 136 


Come, come, my good ſhepherds our flocks we muſt ſhear 167 : 
8 il 
i. | 


: 
Drifted ſnows no more are ſeen — = os | 
Dear Kathlen, you, no doudt — — — 100 


— 


E ' 95 ä 1 
y b ; „ 


 Eſcap'd ny love the cannon's re — — 160 


F. 
Fron thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, Ifly — 24 
14 From high birth and all its fetters — — 25 1 
1 From morn to night I take my glaſs — — 34 . 
—  - 07 - 


From prudence let my joys take birth 


INDEX. _ ab 


EDEN G. : g 42 
Go, Gram can't endure you — = == 26 
1 Co paiter to lubbers and ſwabs, d'ye ſee — 118 
Give Nie | Wine, roſy wine, that foe to deſpair — 276 _ 
How few know how to value life — — 3 : 
1 How fweet is the joy when our bluſhes impart — 40 
| Here lies poor Edwin, the comedian — — .44 7 
0 Ho imperfect is eæxpręſſon——— — 112 
i : Hark forward, away, my brave boys, to the eliace 114 "3 
{1 How ſweet the roſy bluſh of morn — r21 3 
i] Here | was, my good maſter, 2 name's 74 Clinch 122 
| Harry is @ charming lad — 144. 
18 Here, a ſheer hulk, lies poor oY Bowling | — [165 —— 
| Hark, the bells are a ringing — — 159 : f 
Hurd beats the rain and bleak blows the aint — 163 
ah . 
hk Jaeſamin ſueetens — 12 42 
4 I ama jolly gay pedlar — — =— 22 | | 
' In my pleaſant native plains — — — 2393 
1 thought our quarrels ended — — 1 - 
| : Fm told by the wiſe ones a maid I ſal %öͤ;ͤÿä . 8 
= I am a jolly fiſkrman — — — 6 m 
= TIl tell you a ſtory, a ſtory that's true — — ” A 
| I travers 4 Judah” s barren ſand —_ — 72: 
: Indulgent pow'rs, if ever — —— — or 
1 I was, „ dye ſee, a waterman — — — 86 
1 1 we were fiddle and bow — — 129 


IND EX. 

Jacł Ratlin was the ablef Rn — — 
n ſimmer time when aw is gay? — 
1 own that young Colin he met me one day — 
1 14 5 from the Downs in the Naticy uw = 
ve oftentimes heard thy grandmother ſay — 

7 hen that Will's a bonny 50 — — 

I think J venture to ſurmiſe — — 

=, Jing the Britiſh Jeamar' $ prajje — — 

I. | 

Let bards elalos  — wn a — 

Life's like a hip in-eon/tart notion — — 

« Look 25 alltie world around em 

into thy arm — — 

| Loniſa, 2 l . budding roſe ce 

Lord, what care 1 fore mam or dad — "a 
Let us ſuppoſe it the firſt of May _ 

— mine, to o bolel Gooch man's fate | — — 

N. 

heart's Joft emotions admit nv di 5 — 
. 3 

plaint in no one pity moves — — 

chere amie, my charming far — — 

Mon cher ami * 1 En 
Als chere ami, let not deſpair — == 
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| Now ſpring her ſweets diſcloſes 
No nymph that trips the verdant plain en 
Night o'er ths world her curtain hung = — 


8 


o wer in my boſom o — 
O all ſenſations pity brings — 


- 
On Richmond - ill there lives a laſs — — 


* 
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1 
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| 53 2 
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On a moſſy bank reclin'd — | 
| Oh, dearly do I love to rom = — 


= 5 


Smiling grog is the ſailor's bef hope, his fleet anchor by 
Soft rg the proclaimer of rural delights — 

Say, Rave you in the village ſeen — — 5 
Soon as the buſy day is o'er —= — — 16 


7. 


*Twas in the ev ning of u wintry day? 


To blear a ſwieet gold ſinch's our 
he ſmiling morn the blooming ſpring — 


INDEX. 


N was near a thicket 's calm retreat — — 
T he dear domeſtic joys of life — — 
Tze plague of one's life — — — 
That girl who fain would c\1ſe a mate — 
T he wind blew hard, the jea ran high —— — 
*T was in the good Jhip Rover = — 
Tuas Saturday night, the tue in bling. ars —: 
T he heart which love has uounded — — 


T han marriage and muſic, can ought be more liie — 


The wind was hu{h'd, the fleecy wave — — 
To backelors-hall we good fellows invite 
ITis in vain for ſuccour calling — — 
T ho' many a nymph may grace my ſong — 


The Lexlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bou'rs —— _ 


T he bells they rang all in the worn — — 
_ The ſuils unfurl's, the ſhip unmoor d — — 
*T was at the break of day we ſpted — — 
Tie buſy crew their ſails unbending — — 


_ The foes of old England, France, Holland and & ain 1 


T he fields were Zay, and ſweet the hay 
Tie grey-ey'd Aurora in ſaffron array —— 


is ſaid we vent rous die-hards when we quit the hore 


T he world's a ſtrange world, child, it muſt be confeſs'd 
The ling'ring jangs of hopeleſs love — —— 
The ſtreamlet that flow'd round her cot 
The Jealous lover's pangs are poignant—— 

The tliſtle-down floats o'er the mgad — — 


W. 


Mile Strephon thus you teaze ſmiekwyꝙ 
Without a girl to toy and hiſs — — 
When firſt I ſaw the graceful move ? — 
When fancy roves in a rambling dream — 


28 
44 


1 | INDEX. 


When youth bloſſom” d on me, no maiden was ſeen 
Welcome to te new-born year — | 
Whalſt changes the world is continually ringing — 
With the charms of bright fancy let mirt/ now expand 


Mien tis night, and the mid-watch is come — | 65 
What a plaguez cry” 'd young Colin, would Chloe be at 69 
When the men a courting came — al 77 
When o'er the een meadows [ ray — 78 
When Fanny ; {as as ſhe tripp'd o'er the lan — 89 
With care Fſearct'd the village round — 91 
When firſt I kenn d young Sandy Sface — — 105 

When Werter fair Charlotte behele 109 


When Jack parted from- me to plough the ſalt deep 

When laſt from the ſtraits we had fairly weigh'd anchor 124 

What argufies pride and ambitian — — 13 

When Faintiy gleams the doubfful day — — 133 

Wake and weep when wintry winds — — 

Mile up the ſhrouds the ſailor goes —— 143 
When ſummer gay begins to line — — 


Me be de 1 Savoyard — — 163 
> #8 

| Young Laura was a lovely laſs - 9 
Young William, frolickſome and gay —— 1 
Young Jockey, I vow, was the bonni:ſt lad —— 15 
Ye friends to fair freedom and ſons of true worth 59 
Young Colin was as blithe a lad — 83 
Ye riuers ſo limpid and clear — — 84 
Yet tho. Ive no fortune to offer — — 146 

Le ſcamps, ye pads, ye divers, and all upon 0 147 

7 oung women ſhould Mn tittle tattle —— 171 
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